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Summary:
Can you believe a dream of your life with your brother could end up back in the present. Riding along in a car after doing some of the most reprehensible crimes known to man, well for one Ashley Graves this is where it all goes on... living in the shitty world with a not-so-shitty brother.

This is going to be an alternate continuation of my other work Andy and Leyley in; A Late Night, the split is quite obvious but this work is intended entirely as a continuation from the newly released chapter 2! So If you don't mind hella bad spoilers for one arc then proceed with a warm welcome!

Notes:
The split is quite obvious here, so I hope you enjoy!

Here's to being the most important person in each others life...

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
Andrew set my plate down in front of me, with the flourish of setting the table for the both of us, stepping away as his own breakfast languished beside me. Steaming in the open air as he worked away at my own morning meal. I spied over to his plate and saw the nicely darkened ham slices resting along the top of the scrambled egg between two pieces of toast, he even prepared himself a nice entourage of fruit. I could tell he used a little bit of mayonnaise and mustard with the condiments bleeding out between the top slice of toast and the meat. 

 

“Whatcha making for me?”

 

“Wouldn’t you like to know.” He replied curtly, tying off the bread bag and setting it down on the counter just next to the actual breadbox. The bread had already been set into the toaster, while Andrew swiftly cracked the rest of the eggs into a mixing bowl, adding milk before whisking it together with a spoon. A thought crossed my mind as I watched him there, half memory and half hopeful. On my last birthday Andrew had done something very similar, breakfast and presents… with that god awful lemon muffin they don’t make anymore and the chocolate one I always have preferred. The thoughts made me smile a bit more than I was prepared to, feeling like today was as important to him as that day.

 

“Since I do most of the cooking I would like to know.” Andrew barely peaked over with a look that just said ‘try me.’ So obviously I took that as a bit of a challenge. “Which one of us is the better cook, you or me.”

“Well I don’t burn the eggs nearly as much as you do.”

“You don’t burn the eggs as much because you don’t cook as much.”

“You’re acting like you’re over here twenty-four-seven, cooking and cleaning for the house.”

“Oh Andrew, I might as well be, I slave away all day everyday, waning beneath the pressure of home life.” 

 

“Please, you haven’t worked hard since…” Andrew found a pause as he shifted the bowl into his hands, carefully pouring it into the pan before sprinkling some sort of seasoning onto it. He was overly careful, measured, like straight out of a cookbook. 

 

“Since when?”

 

“Since never obviously.” His smile was derisive, clearly just trying to get a rise out of me. It was working.

 

“Would you actually like to take that back since-“

 

“Your cooking skills are what need to be taken back.”

 

“Hey, my cooking is top notch. ass.”

 

“I mean when mom is helping yeah.” I felt my heart drum uncomfortably as he brought her up specifically. Wriggling in place as the thoughts of her sharp words played into my head whenever she would ‘help’ me cook.

 

“You really had to bring that up? Dickhead.”

 

“Watch your mouth, Ashley, remember who’s making you your eggs.”

 

“Make me, fucker.” Andrew had been working away at the dish for as long as we were talking. He looked ahead at the wall, eyes half narrowed as his hands went down to lower the flame on the stove. He walked over to the sink straight after, turning on the faucet and washing his hands quite pointedly. I kind of just let the air hang, and this threatening aura that started to build.

 

I let myself lean fully back on the stool as he finished up at the sink, as he turned around I felt a grin overtake me as his dower expression glared at me.

 

“Oh my dear brother, whatever shall you do with all this frustration.”

 

“I think you have some idea…” he hushed out as he took a few steps toward the counter and stepped around it. I brought one of my hands up towards my face feeling a bit fluttery at the state of our circumstances.

 

“Do I know, you’re gonna crush my windpipe? Maybe bloody my nose or something.”

 

“I would… well… maybe.”

 

Wow… what a romantic.

 

It was my turn to narrow my eyes up at him, feeling a bit of hostility emanating from my dearest older brother. 

 

“What, I'm just joking.”

 

“Uh huh.” I brought one of my arms up to the countertop, bracing myself against it as Andy shifted uncomfortably before me.

 

“Well… huh.”

 

“Wimping out now after all that talk?” Andy sheepishly grinned down at me, that hostility evaporating just like that, not that I didn't appreciate the shift. Andrew cleared his throat after a moment and leaned into my space,

“Hardly, where’s your cute smile now?” The question made the blood rush to my ears, just as his hand came up to the side of my neck. Softly pressing the spot that was still somewhat tender, his index first, then his middle, trailing the outline of it I imagined. He drew a bit of his lip between his teeth and hushed in a soft breath. Somehow I felt my own heartbeat match him in tandem. Feeling my pulse quicken, my skin warmer just by the way his fingertips rotated the subtle swelled hickey at my throat. 

 

Unconsciously I let myself smile, feeling my heartbeat pound into my throat as Andrew moved his palm to the underside of my jaw. His thumb came around my cheek, testing the elasticity of my skin, smoothing the feeling along me. 

 

“So…. Whatcha doing there…” his grip adjusted and lifted my chin just that tiny bit towards himself, my eyes didn’t want to focus on anything but his expression as he studied me. It was this curiosity mixed into a sense of shyness, it was strange too, unfamiliarity even though we’ve known each other our whole lives. His hand edged my face, that thumb moving over the front of my lips to hold them closed. His eyes found mine, a stillness kind of took over the air as this moment came to a head. He was paused, maybe waiting for me to respond, any frustration was well and away at this moment. I pursed my lips against the underside of his thumb, feeling his limb press just that tiniest bit of pressure against my flesh.

 

“Uh… huh…” his words were a bit strained, like they were choking from the inside of his esophagus. But just like that the magic had vanished and was replaced by an awkward smile on Andrew’s face. I moved first to Andrew’s arm, gently taking it in my hand and drawing it away while I raised my eyebrow up at him.

 

“So…” I said first, his hand surrendering to mine as I drew my fingers up his arm to hold him in his palm.

 

“So…” he replied, his fingers tensed a bit around mine and then we were kinda just there. Holding each other's hand as Andrew’s expression slowly became a bit more pink in the face. I assume the look was mimicked on mine since that was oddly very romantic.

 

“What was that..?” Andrew’s expression twisted unnaturally, his eyes darting off towards the stove before the color in his face grew. Like the skin of a peach with an airy human glow.

 

“J-just…” as Andrew found his will to speak I let myself gaze down his figure. I was familiar with him, generally… we hugged, we played… then of course last night. My right hand moved forward, testing the outer layer of his clothes by rubbing the cloth between my fingers. It was some kind of polyester, sort of coarse as I directly manipulated it with my fingers. “You don’t think that we’ve done too much?” 

 

He finally said what was on his mind.

 

“You say we, but you really mean me right?” My hand moved up against his form, feeling the warmth from this morning. Like all the other mornings he’d have me wrapped up in his arms when he had nightmares or if I fell asleep while we watched television. I stood my index and middle finger against his ribs.

 

“No…” that didn’t feel very convincing if I was being honest, I strolled my digits against his front. Inching up his core with careful finger nailed steps. He didn’t move away, didn’t flinch from the fingers that poked and prodded their way up, he certainly didn’t flinch when he was… anyway. Maybe it was this vocalized hesitation that put me off, he stood here, caressed my face. Which I really liked, he stood here dealing with me… which I liked… he stayed with me in bed which I really liked. “I do mean us.” 

 

His words made me look up at his face, he had turned to me as well while I was busy poking against him. At the pace I set I was just able to reach comfortably to his shoulder, I drew his dark shirt into my fingers again at this height, the motion drew him just a step closer. I never wanted him to leave me, he was never most likely but I just wanted to be sure… right? Is this me being sure, is doing this going to ensure my big brother doesn’t find some floozy whore like he’s done already and forget all about me. But then if it’s just about keeping him with me… why does it fill me with this feeling of warmth? 

 

“You’re blushing, Ashley…” this idiot of a sibling made my guts knot up even more, and I felt a pull in my legs to stand and hug this dumbass until he understands what I’m feeling.

 

“Way to go mentioning useless shit…” Andrew let loose a soft snort at that, his free hand making itself useful and coming up to mine as it clenched at him… at him . His touch was unknowably gentle, his grip hardly tightened around my wrist as his thumb softened along the underside of my arm. His nail trailed against my skin, tracing a nothing shape into me as he stood there flushed and smiling… smiling , why was he smiling… Why was he blushing too? “Y-you know what? I’m not even gonna entertain the question.”

 

“Why’s that?” His voice was measured, collected, instead of that nervousness from before.

 

“Because we clearly went too far… Andrew…“ His brow peaked that bit more, “Andrew…” I said again as I felt my grip weakening a bit, I knew this kind of fear. My breathing came in unevenly, lips almost agape with a terror that was so familiar, the feeling that Andrew would leave me if I didn’t admit something to him about all of this. I felt stuck in this half paused moment that the words could’ve choked me to death by now. But he was still there, waiting firmly for me to find the strength.

 

“Why the hell do you look so satisfied?” I shuddered out, my grip tightening again, threatening to pull him against me. I addressed the obvious, his half cocky grin, that delighted look in his eye and the color on his cheek. He couldn’t like me like this, not like this, this is a ploy to placate me. To keep me quiet about being kissed… but… I kissed him… fuck fuck FUCK ! This fucking sucks so goddamn much!!!

 

“Ashley…” he whispered, bringing all those thoughts to heel with just his voice. Andrew held me in his eyes for a bit longer, his smirk fading into a soft expression. “Somehow… this is okay.”

 

“But it isn’t so why are you okay with it!?”

 

“Who fucking knows… but it…” Andrew stepped closer and his arms released mine and came around the sides of my head. His palms held each side of my face, thumbs smoothing aside my temples, keeping me focused on him. “It’s alright.” He soothed me suddenly, and it was my turn to bring my hands up to hold his arms. “It’s better than alright… and I think you’re feeling the same way.”

 

“Don’t tell me how I feel…” I muttered reflexively, he nodded once. His fingers pushed more into my scalp and against the back with my half undone ponytail. 

 

“Then show me how you feel… I promise there will be only a few wrong answers.”

 

“Couldn’t just punch you in the nuts and get away with it now, huh?” Andy let loose a bit of laughter, choking it down rather quickly to spare the moment. The magic was well and truly back by the way, he just… had it and had me… he has me. How do you show that kind of company?

 

I stood from the stool into Andrew’s space, his gaze kept itself on me watching in rapt attention. I let my arms push forward around him and stepped into a deep hug. Which his grip swiftly returned, wrapped around me as if for dear life. I maneuvered myself to his chest, trying to find the strumming beat of his heart as one of his hands fiddled at the loosened hair tie at the back of my head.

 

“Never thought…” he murmured out, his fingers ceasing their movement at my hair.

 

“What.” I spoke into his chest, leaning my face up so I could see beyond his arm at the empty apartment.

 

“Ech… it’s stupid.”

 

“Probably.”

 

“Hahaha, go fuck yourself…” he whispered it sweetly, warmly, like he was cradling me with his voice.

 

“Do it yourself, you coward.” He chuckled, his hands securing their place at my head and my back respectively. 

 

“We can’t afford to get careless, can’t get you pregnant that’s for sure.”

 

“Can you not worry about it for one second?”

 

Andy didn’t respond, his hand moved away from my scalp as he positioned himself deeper into our embrace, his chin nestling over me instead. There was an inaudible hush from him as he fully relaxed against me.

 

“So…”

 

“Hm?” 

 

“T h i s is not what h a p p e n e d. . .” He suddenly shuddered out. The tone of his voice had shifted, roiling through his throat like hot gravel, Andrew’s hands grip at the back of my shirt, instantly becoming more than strong. Drawing me back from his chest so I could look up at his face once again. The blood in my veins went cold, my heart pounded into my chest like a rapacious drum. I searched the eyes before me, unable to make myself look away as Andrew’s eyes burrowed down into mine.

 

His cheek was smattered in blood, his eyes heavy with burden and I knew his fingers were dipped with crimson.

 

“ You didn’t kiss me… you didn’t love me. ” His voice ebbed out, there was this thick watery noise soaking the inside of his throat, like every word was bathed in a watery substance. His expression reminded me very much of the moment he killed that security guard for me. “ You found me at the bar, with all my friends…”



“Shut up…” the image of my brother suddenly spat, a thick bloody fluid smeared across my cheek… just where I had wiped my hands after I stabbed my father in his heart.

 

“ Beloved o’ mine, don’t you remember… ”

 

His cruelty forced me to remember… last night… I mean… a year ago and some change.

 

I went out that night…

 

Andrew didn’t miraculously appear at the front door before I went there.

 

Andrew was relaxing at the bar with his coworkers and was having fun. I saw him making soft faces at this one woman. It made me furious.

 

“QUIT IT.” The ‘Andrew’ ahead of me merely chortled out a thick red liquid from the inside of its mouth, it smeared down his chin. Bits of flesh stuck in his teeth.

 

“ Why give up now, Leyley .” 

 

I went up to him pretending to cry as my heels bled into my shoes from walking barefoot. His face… was not pleased by my little show…

 

He walked me home half drunk while we didn’t speak… he bandaged me up and put me to bed with this deep scowl on his face. I called him my big brother and that I loved him…

 

He didn’t say a word to me for the rest of the week.

 

“STOP IT.”

 

“ FUCK YOU YOU STUPID WHORE. ”

 

“YOU ARE NOT ANDY.”

 

“ Andy is dead… buried… just where that pathetic cunt deserves to be, just like _ _ _ _ . ”

 

“And-Andrew! Please… g-get me out of this shithole…”

 

“ Ohhoho so only when it’s convenient huh? ” This Andrew balked out, the outside of his cheeks peeled open, the viscera plinking his muscles apart like strings on an instrument. It was grotesque. Like flesh being pulled apart with your bare hands, the fluid boiling up from his throat kept spilling only from his lips as his nails suddenly burrowed against the back of my flesh.

 

“ANDREW! PLEASE ANDREW, I PROMISE TO BEHAVE.”

 

“ DON’T FUCKING BOTHER YOU CUNT. TAKE YOUR PILLS, FORGET IT, DROWN IN THE CHAOS YOU LOVE. ”

 

The ‘Andrew’ drew himself forward, against my better wiggling this thing had a dominant iron grip. I tried to tear away, struggle away but every motion was met by its fingers burrowing into my flesh. The hot sensation of pain roiled up my back as the ‘Andrew’ stripped open my flesh with its bare hands. Forcing me in closer to its bloody visage.

 

“ Kill my parents to feel something… ” It began, its lips inching closer to mine. It’s hands ripping up my back and sinking around the tops of my shoulders, my hands and feet fought against it, but it was fruitless. This body it wielded was completely unfazed by my violent kicking and twisting. “ KILL THEM TO FEEL SOMETHING. ”

 

It’s lips met mine and the tears started flowing down the edges of my face. My fist banged against its shoulder just as its grip moved up around my throat. Squeezing dangerously around me as thick blood was forced into my mouth. It swallowed my voice, pushed into my stomach and directly through to my lungs. 

 

“ DROWN YOU STUPID BITCH, DROWN LITTLE SISTER, LEYLEY IS CHOKING AREN’T YOU GLAD. DROWN DROWN. ”

 

DROWN

 

DROWN

 

DROWN IN YOUR FUCKING SINS YOU LITTLE PSYCHO WHORE!!!

When I woke up this time I was suddenly met by several sensations, the feeling of my hand resting against my face. The vibrations of a car I was sitting in, and the feeling of soreness emanating from my back. 

 

This was a sudden change and the sense of disgust and pain didn’t immediately recede from my… nightmare. I swallowed a lump of air into my throat as the clear passage felt alien to me, not choking on viscous blood was an entirely different experience from being able to inhale normal air within the interior of the car. As the surroundings pushed by I slowly began to set myself back into this moment, where I was, what was I doing?

I started out by sitting myself up, grumbling internally as the soreness teased up my back. Making me consider the way my back moved, I brought my left arm up to my side, pushing my thumb into the spot to straighten the muscle out as I brought myself up. My senses came back to me, the dream already fading into the streetlights that flittered past us


Drown

That single word burrowing deep into my psyche, even as the pain and torment faded into the background.

That single word, encapsulating the entirety of that vision… not vision , but a nightmare.

“You finally up… sleepyhead?” His voice said out to me, the normal tone felt strange to hear, while the echoing fear I still felt slowly left my nerves. I let my eyes blink a couple times, bringing my sight into focus before I drew my hand away from my face, letting it rest against the door.

“Haven’t crashed the car yet, huh And-” I felt his sharp gaze at the side of my head, drawing me over to look at him from the passenger seat, “ddddreeeeeeeew… Andrew.”

“Lucky for you, I haven’t thought too much about you being a burden yet, and killed us both.”

“Wow, thanks for that.” I muttered, observing his face as he focused on the road. He didn’t look shaken… he neither looked... I couldn’t place the word, maybe annoyed? We just dumped the bodies of our parents maybe an hour ago, judging by the clock displayed on the car’s dashboard.

Normally this would be the time Andy would despair into ramblings, worrywarting his way through a conversation and berating me for being so nonchalant about the whole situation. But like I said… he was completely calm. Leaned back into the driver’s seat, left hand wrapped over the top of the wheel as he drove. Even smiling a bit, peeking out from beneath the glow of the streetlights.

“Thought it would’ve been too romantic, crashing into another car or a wall… mashing the two of us into a big ol gore pile.”

“Again there you go with the romance… thought you would’ve had enough of that, knowing what’s coming.” I finished that thought off with a wink, Andrew had started watching me out of the corner of his eye as I did that, the tiniest cringe warped the edge of his face, his free hand coming up to the wheel and taking a better hold of the apparatus. Subtly tensing his hands against the leather of it.

“It’s not gonna happen…” He hushed out, almost like he was saying it to himself. Forcing his eyes to look ahead at the road now, instead of giving me the satisfaction of watching his discomfort. “Just like that guy slitting our throats, we’re not gonna…”

“What? Not gonna what Andrewwww..?”

“God, you are such a fucking creep, you know that?” His sharp words made me pull back to laugh, resting myself fully to the passenger seat as I pushed my legs forward at the floor of the car.

“Annnnnndy.”

“Incorrect…” His jaw tightened at the name and I relaxed myself in that air. Crossing my right leg over the other in the dark of the car, softly moving my flesh against each other. Now I know my assets lie in other areas but I definitely had good looking legs.

“Can’t you imagine me, tightening my legs around you as you-”

“ CAN YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP? ” Again I was pushed into a fit of laughter, uncrossing my legs and leaning myself against the door again. The laughing moved into giggling then soft scoffs as Andrew leaned away from me in his seat. A permanent cringe plastered on his face. “How can you even think about that right now?”

“Pretty easily.” Andrew’s expression peeked over at me, an expression of disbelief crossing him as his eye sized me up for a second before fully paying attention to the road.

“You’re fucked…”

“No Andrew, we’re fucked, together forever in a never ending cascading tornado of events that endlessly spiral into something more horrid and disdainful for every second we live.”

“Jesus, at least try to contain yourself.”

“And maybe you should try not acting so pent up all the time, I’m sure a few months without fucking some whore really put you out of wack.”

“Where is this coming from, this encouragement about this in particular. We killed Mom and Dad, chopped them up and threw them in the ocean, but this psychotic vision of yours is where you’re putting your energy.”

“Well you didn’t need me to push you to do that Andy , you did it all on your lonesome.” The memory of him threatening Mom for talking bad about me. I hate to admit it but it felt so wonderful to know that he was right here with me, for better or worse… though depending on where that vision ends up. Very much better and very much worse.

“You trying to push me to do this then, Ashley?”

“Trying to keep your options open, Annnnndddyy.”

“Keep calling me that and I’ll make sure you regret it.”

“Gonna put me in my place, daddy?”

“Your constant one-note bullshit is going to get us into trouble.”

“Probably just you in trouble though, can someone really get hard from their sister taunting them, that’s kinda pathetic.”

“ I’m pathetic?” He growled into the air of the car, the grip on the steering growing a bit tighter. “How about we talk about you for a second, you looked pretty delighted in that vision.”

“What’s that supposed to mean, Andrew my dear.”

“Looked nice and contented o’ beloved, snuggling up to me, asking for a review on fucking you.”

“Get bent asshole, I did not…” Fantasy dreams notwithstanding of course… not like he needs to know that.

“And how about that smile?”

“... What..?”

“Right before the end… you were smiling.” His tone softened, the hands loosened and there was this very sudden hushness in the air. I thought back to it… how it felt, him leaning into me with this haughty confidence.

“You were smiling too… jackass.”

“We were both smiling… and now you’re pushing me about it.”

“Not pushing, teasing…”

“What even for?” He asked, his head shaking ever so slightly in the dark as he said it. I felt my heart throb uncomfortably for a moment. “Like… Do you even think about why you’re pestering me? Or anything along those lines for that matter.”

“Well I didn’t realize it was such a fucking burden for you.”

“Shut up, that’s not what I’m saying.” He sighed out, something in his face told me there was something he wanted to hear. Something he wanted me to say to all of this, but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out what it was.

“Can we stop talking about this..?” I suggested, Andrew’s expression became frustrated for a moment, so I looked away from him. I hated this, I was just teasing but now it’s about why we both looked so happy having sex, couldn’t we just go back to needlessly teasing each other? Why did my heart flutter when I think about his finger curled into my collar or the way his eyes looked so alive…”Or at least… table it for now.”

“You brought it up…” he submitted it to me.

“I miss when we were kids… before…” I replied, feeling a tightness in my throat as I said it. I did not wanna admit this. My right hand braced against my cheek and propped myself against the door of the car. “I miss the dumb adventures and dumb… everything I suppose. Things were simpler.”

“I don’t necessarily miss it…”

“That’s obvious, you get to live it up now, free from our parents… free from me.”

“Who is saying that I’m free from you?”

“Andy doesn’t need me anymore, Andrew definitely doesn’t need me…”

“I need you, Ashley.” He said it… firmly, definitely. No room for misinterpretation.

“Prove it… liar.”

“I’ve already done that.”

“Like hell you have, I can’t help but feel like you’re gonna run off-”

“I don’t get that option, Ashley…”

“Of course, because we’re on the run… but after that.”

“After that is after that, I will still be here with you.”

“What for, just cause ?” I hissed out. “Because it’ll have to be something, there’s nothing you could like me for, nothing that will keep you here with me.”

“I could’ve left you at the apartment… but I didn’t.” My mind was no place for logic at the moment and I still refused to look at him directly. The car was slowing now, since Andrew very clearly wanted to complete this conversation without having to focus on keeping this heavy death machine perfectly following the word of the law. “I could’ve wished to blindly follow our parents and live a life completely without you.”

“So why didn’t you… was it so you could dip your dick in me?” Andrew sighed heavily at that statement. He pulled off into a parking lot that was mostly empty, the car shuddered to meet the pavement as he directed it into an empty spot. This whole moment was completely devoid of words, nothing said, nothing whispered. I couldn’t bring myself to look at him… because I was afraid, afraid of who’d I see. Who was waiting to lie to me about being their beloved sister. Who was it going to be when he made sure I knew that he was going to leave me behind the moment he could.

Andrew shifted into park, engaged the emergency brake. Then the quiet came back, his gaze was on me, I could just feel it. There was this energy, an atmosphere of tension that hinged on the unanswered question.

“Do you want me to hate you?” He started, I slumped back into the seat and brought my legs up to the seat as I did so. Continuously not looking at him despite this entire conversation needing a back and forth. “Because I should , I should hate you for everything.”

“You do .”

“I don’t, Ashley… I don’t hate you, I hate the dumb things you do and the tantrums and the teasing, yet I still don’t and won’t hate you.” I felt my jaw clench at him saying all these things, I was really hoping for a ‘but’ in there but he let it sit between us. Hovering the feeling of contempt on the center console of the vehicle.

“But, right?”

“But, what?”

“You’re supposed to say but, you dumbass.”

“What are you on about, Ashle-”

“You’re supposed to say ‘but’ and then compliment me, instead of just staring at me sulking.”

“How the fuck was I supposed to know that?”

“Can you pretend for one second that you’ve dated girls before Andrew? Or watched any romantic comedy or anything like in those stupid poems you’re always sucking up.”

“Oh my god, so you were just waiting for me to compliment you, how cheesy… didn’t think you’d be…”

His words were playful now… I could imagine his stupid grin on his stupid face and I felt my nerves tingle with irritation, but I opened my mouth and uttered. “... maybe, but so what, it feels way better than just you going on about not hating me and whatnot.”

“I give you plenty of compliments.”

“Name one.”

“You have awesome fat tits.” That unexpected turn of phrase made me burst out into laughter, bringing my hand up to hurriedly cover my mouth as my eyes looked over at him with that playful grin I knew was across his face. I quickly recovered my voice, choking out a rebuttal.

“T-that doesn’t count!” Andrew just cocked an eyebrow at me as I sat up in my seat again.

“Doesn’t it?”

“No! I already said that, at the motel!”

“So I gotta come up with something completely unique to this moment right now?”

“Yeah yeah! Keep it coming Andrew, I could use the ego boost.”

“Like hell you could… but whatever, um…”

“Didn’t know you need so much thou-”

“You have a delightful fashion sense.”

“Weak.” I muttered, Andrew’s sense of confidence didn’t waver though. He rolled his eyes and brought his hands to unclasp his seatbelt. I hadn’t been wearing mine, since I decided it was unnecessary since I figured with all that was going on I was owed a little more freedom than usual. He leaned a bit toward me, arm coming up onto the wheel. The car was buzzing with activity as he didn’t actually shut it off.

“You have lovely hair.”

“Such a kiss ass, you know it’s all greasy…”

“You have such eloquence with words.” He didn’t stutter, just kept speaking and speaking to everything I said. I wanted him to backpedal but he wasn’t going to, so I either accept defeat or see what I can get out of him.

Obviously I chose the latter.

“Well at least I don’t steal half my shit from poetry, all certified Ashley Graves here!”

“When you sleep I miss that harsh cackle of your voice…”

Wait… fucking asshole!

Andrew’s words pricked something in my chest, making me sigh delightedly without warning. His eyebrow raised at that, watching me intently to retort, I couldn’t right away of course… how could I when he said something so dumb and genuine. I let myself settle into my seat more properly, hands unsure of what to do now as he sat there watching me. His soft smile pierced directly into my heart.

Why… w h y do y o u l o o k so h a p p y. . . ?

“Ah… so… when I’m awake I’m annoying?”

“Not what I said.” He firmly established, his chest inhaled a full breath, exhaling out an air of tension that I didn’t even realize that was there.

“Yeah… I know…” Just be mean asshole, instead of all this nonsense please. Stop with the looks and the words and just be my cockbrained brother again…

“Your smile is a sight to behold, more luminous than the starlight above.” 

 

Ugghhhh cheesy bullshit isn’t supposed to work on me!!

“Like a treasure trove of pearls you gleam, stealing my sight from anyone mean…”

“A-andrew… I think…”

“Do you think Ashley?” He hushed out, his voice was warm and inviting. Stunning me that he would use such a tone with me, after I had teased him enough to make him stop our drive.

“I… think plenty.”

“Treasures aren’t supposed to think.”

“That’s… dumb… I’m not your possession…”

“But…” his hand inched forward out towards me, and I sat there and let it go. While the air conditioner of the car buzzed in my ear and Andrew’s voice dominated my attention he moved forward completely unfazed by my lack of effort. “... you are my most precious gift, Ashley.” His hand took a place at the edge of my face, the softness of his touch was something I wasn’t ready for. I flinched unconsciously, unintentionally for sure. It was as if in slow motion, his sleeve moving just a small bit down the length of his arm as he lent it out toward me. He didn’t take my face into his grip, just hovered the warmth of his hand along my jaw.

“Y-yeah… what does that even mean.”

“If there was one thing I know… you are the only thing that has been worth it from the beginning of everything.” His thumb brushed against my skin and unlike the dream… unlike the fantasy his warmth flooded into my skin. Making my senses buzz along in a hypnotic buzz that made me feel a warm hum bubble up the inside of my throat.

“Yo-you’re trying way too hard…” I huffed out, leaning myself over the center console, feeling his hand naturally take its spot beneath my chin. Wait… no he didn’t naturally have a spot… this bullshit is so unfair, he doesn’t get to have this without a fight right???

I considered the benefit of just biting Andrew right here, taking a chunk of flesh with me and watching him regret it all…

“Thought I was weak?”

“You are…”

“Then pull away.”

“Bite me…” Andrew didn’t respond right away… his hand still against my cheek for a few seconds until quietly he adjusted my expression. Turning my face just a bit to expose one of my cheeks to him. It was as if he was examining me, meticulous, measured… Andy… Andrew held me in place there and suddenly drew himself into my space.

In the span of a millisecond Andrew pecked my cheek with a soft kiss. It was light, almost not worth the words used to think about it. But his lips pressed to my face and left my pulse thumping into my throat, my eyes widened and I felt my breath shudder as Andrew didn’t part from the side of my face completely. His warmth breathed out against me, barely catching the inside of my ear and teasing the inside of my brain with unnatural stimulation.

“Hrm…” He let out softly against my cheek, the sound of his voice pooled into my flesh and hummed into my skull. His hand let me go, and I set myself back to the door of the car, looking at him with what I assumed was shock wreathed on my face. 


Andrew met my gaze with a look that felt quite familiar to my own, he set himself against the steering wheel. Looking around the interior of the car for a moment as the man had to find a few seconds to cough out the awkwardness that bled into every orifice of this car and the molecules in our bodies. My face felt hot, first and foremost, annoyingly so… and I was struck by this deep want…

The want for Andrew, the real Andrew… to keep going. To keep going until all of our troubles melted away and it was an assured thing that he was never going to leave.

“Think this spot will be fine for the car… we’re not crazy far away from the motel so we can get the room back and rest before finding the cultist again.” Then just like that, back to business.

“Ahem… we should pick something up at the shop along the way…”

“Whatcha feeling like? With all the cash from Mom we can really splurge tonight.”

“Uh… nothing particularly in mind…” which was a lie… I had a lot of ideas on what to get. Andrew turned the key off in the ignition, the car rumbled into a dead silence and Andrew took the time to search the interior of the car for anything that we could forget. Meanwhile I just watched him, this Andrew who had kissed my cheek. Who was most likely… inevitably…

I pushed the thought to the back of my mind as I decided to search my own person for anything I could leave behind.

Gun… check… money… check…

I can’t focus…

Fuck you Andrew, for this fucking bullshit.

“Go fuck yourself Andrew…”

“Do it yourself, coward…” yep he’s still my brother, my annoying dickhead brother…

Yep…

Yeeeeeep…

Uh huh…

Stop thinking about his lips, you stupid cunt. 



Chapter 2: Andrew and Ashley in; A Late Night Shop
Chapter Text
When we both decided that we were going to leave the car Andrew was the one who popped open the door first. Instantly the difference in air quality became noticeable, outside in the city was this musky stale stench. It almost reminded me of the cigarette smoke, Andrew’s brand specifically had this tart smell to it, comparable to the way rain fills your senses as it pitters and patters. Andrew stepped out of the car, looking around at the parking lot as his arm came up to the top of the door. Finding nothing too concerning or nothing that actually made him concerned about the place we parked our car he reached down to his pockets and fiddled out his pack of aforementioned cigarettes. 


It was then I chose to exit as well, popping open the door and stepping out into the cool musk of the nighttime air. For a moment something sour wafted over to me from something indescribable, it smelt like rotten fruit or meat. Irony sweetness coating my nostrils as I looked around for the source of such a randomly harsh thing. My left hand nestled around the top of the car door for a moment or two before shutting it definitely behind me. Scanning the edge of the parking lot for anything gross.


Coming across the sight of a garbage can littered with garbage, the lid pulled off to fit more refuse into the can that was very clearly bursting beyond fullness. Flies buzzed off the top layer of it in what looked to be a swarm of insects battling their tiny lives out over the trash and debris.


There’s not a single thing I want to do more than not go over there…


I let myself walk around the car, coming towards the trunk and around it before coming up next to Andrew. Who seemed quite intent on finishing his smoke, he was using his left hand at the moment. Letting his right hang off of the door as limply as it could. I didn’t even have to get up close for him to notice my approaching presence, Andrew shifted over, closer to the driver’s side seat and braced himself against the roof of the car. His hands transferred the cigarette into his right without any indication other than I was beside him.


“Stuffs gonna kill ya, just so you know.”


“Yeah yeah… it’s screwing with my blood circulation and making me impotent too. I remember.”


“If you remember then why do you keep doing it?” 


“To spite you and only you dear sister of mine.” The smile he had made me purse my lips in turn towards him. Andrew rolled the butt of the cigarette between his fingers and flicked the ash off before glancing over at me. “Never wanted to even try it huh?”


“No, unlike you I do want to be healthy!” Andrew snorted a little at that and took a drag before replying.


“So why aren’t you terribly worried about my second hand smoke huh?”


“I’ve built up a tolerance since you do it so damn often.”


“Yeah yeah… smoking is terrible.” Andrew drew his cigarette into his mouth, inhaling deeply. The rest of the cigarette disintegrated in a moment or two as his gaze flicked over to me. He held his breath as he got to the base of the object, sending the still lit butt to the pavement as he let loose the smoke cloud that was held in his lungs. Sucking in a cool breath of the night air as the cloud drifted off to mix with the rest of the musky scents of the city. “Ready to go then?”


“Yeah, ready…”


“Got all your stuff?”


“Yes…”


“Are you sure?”


“What the fuck are you my dad, I got all my shit!” Andrew let a smile take over his face as his hand came over and patted the top of my scalp. I felt a pout forming at my face as he did so and as his delighted eyes met mine he quickly drew his hand back and cleared his throat. 


“J-just making sure, Ashley.”


“Yeah fine… let’s get walking.”

Andrew shut the door to the car and gestured for me to lead the way, but looking around the area I kind of realized that there really wasn’t any sort of familiar landmark that I could tell. After a moment or two or three of me not really saying or doing anything like moving he brought his hand up to his face and rubbed the sides of his cheeks with an empty sigh.

“Don’t even know why I bothered…”

“Hey! Quit that, it isn’t my fault that we are in the middle of nowhere in a part of the city I’ve never been to.” Andrew just shrugged and set the pace, leading us back in the direction of the motel, or shop…

To be honest I didn’t really care as long as it was just the two of us.

The night air of the city was a bit eerie, of course there were your usual homeless folks like us, your awkward moments when a police car would roll by and Andrew would get just that bit more rigid. Walking with a dead woman’s money really tends to push the nerves to an uncomfortable tension.

“So…”

“Shh!” Andrew hissed out at me as we moved, my gaze squinting up at him as he walked along.

“Did you really just fucking shush m-”

“Yes, because I’m trying to pay attention.” We were walking through all this of course, the soft glow of street lights finally started to lead deeper into the city. Things did start looking a bit familiar as we walked along of course, but I couldn’t tell anyone how far anything was from us.

“Paying attention to what , Andrew?”

“Well if you could zip it for a moment you would know.”

“The cops have passed over us plenty of times, they aren’t gonna pull over this time either.”

“Well they aren’t pulling over… cause…”

“Cause nothing Andrew, they aren’t going to because we aren’t suspicious.”

“You look like a deranged psycho who eats people.”

“Only if they fail to pay the toll.” Andrew’s face brightened with a smile, his stance becoming just that bit more relaxed as we walked along.

“Also be careful, there may be straining ears listening to us…” I wiggled my fingers up at him as I did so, “...and since I’m the best at summoning demons it'd be our luck the cultist would be stalking us.”

“Okay now can you please keep your voice down.”

“Since you asked so very nicely, sure.” That was that, but at Andrew’s suggestion I kept looking over my shoulder, not because I believed him of course. But… whatever ya know it never hurts to be a little safe.

We proceeded without incident though, coming along eventually to the outside of a small store, a sort of twenty-four hour grocer or something. The sharp fluorescent blue bleeding out to the street bathed the both of us. Then in that moment I felt the exhaustion somewhat leave me… that made me realize I was exhausted at all.

“Crap…” I said softly at the exterior of the store, Andrew was at my side of course and looked over at me after my remark.


“What..?” I felt my eyes already losing the battle with my tiredness as they blinked slowly towards him.


“Ah… just realizing that I’m kinda… pooped.”


“Well we’re almost to the motel, then we can sleep all we want.”


“Even to the grave?”


“Especially to the grave.” Andrew showed me the way forward with his arm, allowing me to head in first. Pushing in the door there was one thing I noticed right away. The tiling of the interior was this god awful brown and black flooring which… didn’t go together. There was this chiming bell above me that most likely signaled that customers were entering the store. I held the door as I swung it fully open, letting Andrew follow in and around me. His eyes instantly took the image of the flooring in and the tiniest cringe etched over his face.


“Yeah… right?”


“It’s… it’s not even supposed to be black.”


“Huh?” As Andrew said that, I let the door go and it shut unceremoniously behind us. Crossing my arms around my stomach I looked hard at the floor beneath us, not understanding his meaning.


“Those are just scuff marks… can’t you see the white peeking through?” Now that he was describing it I could see what he was saying, rough digs marked the top of the surface, almost every inch was stained by who knows how many accidents over the years. That realization instantly filled me with annoyance for having even stepped in this hellhole of a store. Glancing over at Andrew as he took in this revelation his green gaze was marked with disgust and he hissed in a breath to ease his soul.


“Oh god… that’s pretty rough.” Nodding he swiftly pulled himself together, clearing his throat with a single note.


“Let’s just get the essentials and get lost.”


“Sounds good to me.” I shrugged off whatever disgust I could have about the dirty flooring. Immediately heading off to the toiletries, seeing first and foremost if there was any shampoo at all. Weird the one thing I lacked through all this was a good something to wash my hair. They had a moderate selection of travel sized bottles, nothing fantastic or name brand but there was a sizable entourage of scents. I let my hand move forward, picking through the selection at the front.


“Did someone use these..?” I muttered to myself as the front sets of bottles were all partially empty for some reason, like someone had sampled here to their heart's content. I reached my hand further into the shelf and found one that felt full if not mostly full. I drew it out and found myself set with a ‘strawberry-kiwi fruitastic scent, now 76% guaranteed to not make all your hair fall out!’ “Really hard to print so much on something so small.. ” the words were barely legible on the bottle at this size. But all in all a great find, I held it firmly in my hand before readying myself to find something to eat, turning off to do just that I was caught by an interesting sight.


The… personal protection side of toiletries. 


The condoms… obviously. I had barely taken a step out from the shampoos when I spotted it. My boot half lifted from the linoleum tile bringing me to stare at them intently.


I mean we’ll eventually need them right?


Will Andrew freak the fuck out if I try to buy these?


Will Andrew like me trying to buy these?


The thoughts spun a wonderful web as I moved forward to the shelves of condoms presented before me. I scanned the sizes and brands… There weren’t many non-branded boxes but there was a much wider variety. I again let my hand go forth, unconsciously prodding at each of these little boxes as they became my sole focus in the moment.


This will or will not be useful later…


Do I wanna tempt fate this way?


Because it could just end up fucked up if we try anything before our visions ending, or this could be the step we need. I hate this future seer bullshit, why couldn’t it have been something useful like getting killed by the police…


Instead I have to worry about when Andrew and I…


My hand closed around a smaller box, not too much but a comfortable amount… just in case… totally just in case.


I let my fingers test the container, smoothing around the edges of it as a sudden wariness overcame me. I didn’t know what to do then, perhaps fully content to just wait out the rest of existence right here and watch the heat death of the universe while I clutched at the box of condoms I was thinking about buying so my brother could fuck me.


Even I had to pause and consider that state of circumstance. Fingers grazing mindlessly across the top of the box I looked up over the shelving to see if there were any direct viewers to my dilemma. Instantly the visage of Andrew became apparent, his dark fluffy hair gently puffing around the shape of his head, his green eyes smoothly exploring the aisles as he already had a bundle of groceries in his hands. I imagine this random run down convenience store wouldn’t have much in the way of nutrition except for noodle cups but beggars don’t get to be choosers of course.


One thing struck me just then, I could’ve been imagining it okay? It didn’t mean squat in the grand scheme of anything or anywhere, as Andrew searched the shelves all by his lonesome.


I could swear on my tainted soul, the man was smiling, the softest most subtle smile I have ever seen his face hold. Since, ever… it was alien, he would grin or smile shittily at me all the time. His smile would disappear and leave him this kind of blank canvas which was difficult to read all the time.


Yet… now… when Andrew’s eyes looked up to meet mine I felt my senses grow a tad bit fuzzier, a sight more far away and truly unreadable as that constant smile remained. He mouthed the words ‘ya ready,’ to which I nodded a single time. He would gesture his head towards the register and essentially let me know that he was also ready. Stepping up the aisle and not even sparing a moment to consider why I was staring toward him so assuredly.


My hands came from the box I had been manipulating, traveling down to another box… the… uh… more sizable one. I felt the flush tingle at the edges of my face but as I took it into my arm I felt a tad bit more secure in my decision.


My feet didn’t let me languish in the store for another second… shampoo and condoms and that’s my essentials Andrew my dear.


I can hear him already, ‘No food huh, you silly girl.’


‘Good thing your big brother thought all about you…’


‘Far be it from me to spoil you rotten o’ beloved .’


My throat swallowed around the lump of emotions that coiled from my stomach. We’ve done worse things stupid so there’s no use fawning over his stupid cute , fuck… not even safe in my thoughts. As I made my way to the front I suddenly spied out a freezer left to do its duty right along the wall of the store. I peeked into the glass over the interior and spied out some very interesting cold treats. Leaning over it and drawing the container open without a second thought. Using my condom wielding arm to take my bottle of shampoo before using my newly freed hand to snag out a couple of popsicles… they were clearly a part of one of those ‘Packs of popsicles.’ The cheaper ones with the white wrappings, but these ones were left here and had a printed tag frosted to each of them.


“Ninety nine cents for each… eh Andrew couldn’t bitch at the price even if he tried.” I took up two different ones and made my way up to the front of the store. Just enough for my ears to prickle at the sound of Andrew’s frustrated voice.


“The hell do you mean you won’t sell them to me without an ID? It’s just cigarettes dude.”


“Well as I was saying before you so rudely interrupted dude , how do I know a young guy like you ain’t a minor. It’s the middle of the night-“


“Middle of the night… how many kids are roaming around here at night to scam you to buy cigarettes.”


“M-more’n you can count dude. ” 


“Come on my man… me and my…” Andrew found the moment to clear the inside of his throat before continuing along, “Girlfriend…” I was more than interested in hearing the conclusion of that sentence but I could see the point spiraling really fast as this clerk gave him the third degree. So I decided to make my appearance then, sidling up to him as he stared daggers at the man across. 


If looks could kill…


“Alan, you got everything I asked for?” I found the tone I used was a bit more… sweet than I had anticipated. Leaning myself onto the counter after I had set my items against it alongside his. His gaze flicked down at me and for a moment I thought there was a glare but it faded after he realized I was only saying it to avoid using our full proper names.


“Yeah… I did, Lindsay.” He went to look ahead at the clerk but crossed his gaze on the extra large box of condoms I had put on the counter.


Andrew’s immediate reaction to that visual was to choke instantly on the spit inside his throat. Moving one of his hands to the outside of his mouth to avoid coughing directly on the clerk’s face, the sheer panic in his eyes was enough to melt any girl’s heart but I kept myself level headed towards the man before me.


“Sorry sir, this is our first time in the city. We’ve only just got here and my darling boyfriend here forgot his stuff in our hotel.” The clerk’s eyes perked up as he looked towards me, his cheeks flushing when he very obviously peeked at my chest. 


“W-well… you two lovebirds… uh yeah I mean…” Andrew swallowed down whatever anger and shock he had down before composing himself back to my side.


“She’s right… we just got in and we’re really tired from the drive.”


“N-no! I totally get it, me and my girl…” ugh… who fucking asked him for his life’s story? The man’s thoughts didn’t interest me and I found myself instantly bored of taking in the conversation, instead turning to watch Andrew’s hand come up to the condoms, turning them on their edge and reading the ‘BIGGER BETTER STRONGER!’ tagline before setting them back flat to the countertop. His face betrayed the deepest red across his features, if I wasn’t maintaining a fanciful facade I would’ve busted up laughing by now. 


“… but yeah that’s how I got her pregnant while staying across town, the woman was voracious… kinda like your girl here, son!” Andrew’s expression seemed disconnected from what the guy was saying, but that last line made him cringe softly at the man recounting his life’s tale. Or at least the part where he got his girlfriend pregnant? What was this guy’s damage??


“That… is a wonderful tale sir, but can we please pay for this and be on our way.” Andrew’s voice sounded a bit meek, defeated. 


“Yes, we have to be on our way because in actuality this man of mine is the beast… we’ll probably be back in an hour or three for more of these bad boys.” Andrew’s boot suddenly kicked the outside of my leg and I winced inwardly as I laughed in the air of his torment.


“Haha! Of course you two, sorry for the delay, know how it feels to…” blah blah blah blah blah! Does this dude ever shut the fuck up..? 


Andrew looked over at me still kind of blushing but with this look of exasperation, I merely shrugged my shoulders before finally the clerk totaled out our selection.


“That’ll be fifty seven dollars and fifty four cents.” After being given the totals Andrews hand went immediately to his back pocket, taking up his wallet and fishing out a cool fifty eight dollars. Having split our parents account down the middle it was a bit disheartening when Andrew’s wallet looked a bit light but he was probably just stashing the other funds somewhere on his person. The craftiness was clear, at least to me and definitely not to this gung-ho clerk so assured of our place in his little world. “Forty-six cents is your change, hope y’all enjoy yourselves.” He finished off that thought with a tiny smile and a wink towards Andrew. I swear as I let myself look up to my older brother there was this terse twinge on his lips. The clerk offered up some bags and packed everything up for our convenience. But the popsicles came right back to me, taking the two into both of my hands as Andrew ended up with the rest of the groceries. He looked at me and the popsicles in my hands, chuckling softly at the sight before he gestured us out of the store.


I obliged him right away, leading the way for the both of us to leave out the door we came from. Pulling the door open for him so he could get out into that thick city air once again. Drawing the swinging door back closed behind us, Andrew softly sounded out a thank you as he set our direction down the street, I followed beside him and the instant quietness was quite noticeable. The difference between the chatty clerk and the stale air that hung between the two of us was a bit too obvious to ignore completely. 


“Ahem… dude was pretty chatty.” 


“… are you fucking damaged or something, Ashley?”


“A-huh!?” Where the fuck is this coming from??


“Don’t fucking huh me right now I swear to god.” 


“Well what else am I supposed to do when I don’t know what the fuck you’re mad at me for.” I glared at him as we walked together. “Mad at me outta the blue as well I should mention.”


Andrew’s look could cut glass with how sharp it was, his eyes narrowed into needles as he pierced me with them. The intensity made me stutter in my thoughts and I shifted my face to look away from him.


“This isn’t the fucking place Ashley.”


“I didn’t even bring anything up you dickhead!”


“Whatever…” I felt my frustration getting the better of me when I fully sent the popsicle I had in my hand to the ground. The packaging splitting open spectacularly and the icy treat shattering into an array of frosty specks. I left it in our wake as we kept walking. 


“Say goodbye to dessert for your shitty attitude.” 


“Fine, but you owe me for paying for it.”


“ Owe you?” I hissed over at him and Andrew’s eye twitched at my tone. Walking beside me as his face turned from me so he didn’t have to look at me.


“Jackass…”


“Takes one to know one…” I was still holding my own popsicle, wondering quietly if I should just eat it right in front of him for being such a dickhead. “You really gonna twist my arm over a fucking dollar , not like our money isn’t shared by the fucking way.”


“It’s not about it being just a dollar, it’s compensation for spoiling your psychotic behavior.”


“You really this upset about a fucking popsicle?!” There was this other late night walker that suddenly turned the corner ahead of us. The night time air was so truly desolate that this guy just appearing onto the sidewalk was momentous for us both to make note of him. Andrew’s gaze locked on him immediately but even from a superficial glance it was clear this guy was just an average joe. But I swear I could spy the hair on Andrew’s head fluffing up almost like a cat… as if this animal instinct in him wanted to ward off predators. His jaw tightened as he didn’t choose to respond as we walked along towards this unknown man. 


Seeing there were the two of us this rando made the civilized choice and stepped into the road out of both of our ways. As he passed by he greeted the both of us with a nod of understanding, we definitely weren’t the only ones getting our late night groceries. Well after we passed that corner that stranger had come from Andrew decided to speak again.


“We’ll discuss this when we get into our room.” He didn’t look at me this time, but he did end up shifting a bag towards me as we walked. Indicating for me to take it from him which I did with my right hand.


“Fucking hate it when you get all pouty and vindictive like this.”


“Well I hate it when you randomly decide on things knowing full well of the consequences.” 


“Wow, such a cryptic man you are Mister Graves, burying the lead as per fucking usual.”


“And what a whiny crybaby you are when I won’t discuss our bullshit out here in the wide open streets where anyone could be listening.”


“Hmpf… fine, fair point.”


“Thanks.”


The walk from here was completely unremarkable, the time it took probably being the most notable thing. All in all Andrew and I walked a total of twenty minutes from the store to the motel where we had stayed before. Well into it both of our feet were aching with stinging pain and we itched to finally eat something and get to bed. 


The manager tending the front desk was a different one from the last we met, and looking us both over as we paid for three days in advance he seemed completely unperturbed nor interested in either of our names or persons. He simply took the money, stood up from his seat and handed us a pair of keys. Sitting back down and looking deep into the paint of the opposing wall. It was honestly a little disturbing to see a man that acted so detached but we were used to it due to living with Dad for the better part of our lives.


From there we trekked up to our room, getting inside we recognized almost instantly that it was a bit smaller than the last one but it wasn’t in a detrimental way. It was also situated on the opposite end of the motel furthest from the shopping district and cultist club. The kitchen was set on the far wall and the microwave was assumed to be within the top cupboards as with the last room. Andrew had opened the door for us and I ended up handing the bag of groceries back to him. Letting him head to the fridge while I closed the door and locked up. I still had my popsicle in hand so when I turned around to watch him put away the groceries I decided then would be the best time to open it up. Pushing it out until I could see the flavor, it seemed to be chocolate but the long walk left it a little melty so I put it to my mouth to test it and sure enough it was chocolate. I stepped myself from the door and around the motel’s sofa, sitting on what would be considered my usual spot. Finding the remote with my other hand and clicking it on.


Instantly the news came to life and I set the remote down on the cushion to leave it for Andrew should he decide to change it up a bit.


We had not spoken much since our streetside spat, and the tension was clearly filling the interior of the room every second we continued to not do so. Andrew finished up with the groceries and stood looking at the interior of the fridge for what seemed like far too long.

 

I had been delicately enjoying my popsicle as I waited, bringing my legs up to the couch proper as I watched the inane scene of the TV. 


“Ashley.” His voice finally sounded out and it made me glance in his direction. He did have the fridge open but he wasn’t facing it like I thought, he was watching me. Then the moment he understood I saw him was when he closed the fridge. “Before we eat we’re gonna have to have a conversation.”


Ah… guess the elephant is coming out from under the rug.


“What is it, Andrew?” The tone I used was rather dull, not even bothering to really turn towards him when I said it, moving back in to continue eating my popsicle. I had pushed it out of its wrapper entirely at this point. Anything that would melt off would drip into the packing itself and that let me enjoy the entire thing. Which I didn’t really think about when Andrew was watching me at the moment, I gave the breadth facing me a long lazy lick, starting from the bottom trailing up the length wrapping a bit around the sides with my tongue. From this angle I could see Andrew look away and down at the floor, he muttered something I couldn’t hear but looked up at me with a furrowed brow. When he did I turned myself on the couch with it in my hand, looking towards him fully as I continually enjoyed my popsicle.


“You can stop eating when we’re talking.” His tone was a bit firm but his eyes unconsciously shifted to the popsicle in my hand, then he shifted uncomfortably in place. 


“We haven’t started talking, Andrew.” He sighed out, “Plus, you could come a bit closer to have a conversation.”


“The condoms, Ashley.” He just really came out and said what’s on his mind, and I pulled away from my popsicle then to actually focus on him.


“What about them?”


“I told you that won’t be us…”


“And I remember distinctly telling you to never say never.” 


“What fucking world does you saying that suddenly mean we’re gonna…” he paused, leaning against the kitchen counter as he found it difficult to say the word that was just itching to come out.


“We’re going to what, Andrew?” I hushed out toward him, his face shifted. Like something sour was sucking the inside of his cheek.


“Quit it.”


“Or what, Andrew? You’re gonna blush and smile and enjoy it just a little too much, big brother?” Andrew looked towards the wall and sighed out, bringing his arms apart before pushing his hands into his face to gently groan into them in response.


“Why are you like this…”


“Why am I like this?!”


“Yes!” He dropped his hands in front of himself and clasped them together. “You, why are you so fucking okay with any of this?”


“Well, is it okay for me to be okay with it? Because I could be shitting myself every other moment like you do or I can just go with the flow.”


“Go with the flow?! That’s what you’re calling this!”


“Yes, unless you got a better idea than just that, that’s what I’m going to do, go with the flow. So fuck me if it’s too much for you to handle.”


“I’m not going to-“


“That’s not how I meant that and you know it.” For some reason this was getting me very angry, the way he was upset about it was upsetting. “Andrew…” I spoke out as I stood up from the couch, “I don’t really get a fucking choice of whether or not this shit happens, it just does.”


“It just does!?” Andrew snapped at me, his tone was very sharp and as he breathed in to say something else he would step himself from the counter. “It doesn’t just happen you fucking idiot, it’s because of you!”


“That’s fucking rich, Andrew, because of me!” As I said it Andrew stepped himself towards me, menacing like he does. “Yes I chose to do some things, but the vision Andrew? That was us, you and me, together. That’s what that was and you put that on me because it’s so fucking easy for you to stab me in the back like that.”


“I haven’t once not chosen you, all I do is choose you.” 


“So what’s the big deal?!”


“Are you fucked? All those peachy home cooked meals infest your brain with parasites because you have to understand what the big deal is.” At this point we had taken up the spaces just before each other… The popsicle was still clutched in my hand, mostly because I was too angry to drop it.


“There it is, Andrew Graves is scared to get laid.”


“Thats not the fucking point, Ashley, it’s not just getting laid.”


“What is it then, some moral line you’re too resolved to cross?” 


“There are some things…”


“You’ve chosen me a lot, you have, but you come at me now I like I’m fucking begging to get in your pants. When fucking newsflash Andy, you wanna fuck me too.” There it was… in the heat of the moment I said something that made him stop in his tracks. His eyes twitched down at me, as his hands moved first but instead of grasping me at my throat like I thought he was going to do. Those hands instead grasped extremely tightly at my shoulders, I felt the snarl forming at my expression. The anger was still throbbing in my veins even as the same emotion played in him.


“ Don’t call me that .” He growled down at me, his fingers dug into my shoulders, bringing me a step into his space without a chance for escape.


Then Andrew leaned down into me and pressed our lips together.


It was so unceremonious that my brain took a second to respond to the fresh stimuli. Several new things became very truly apparent, Andrew’s hands softened their grip. Then he breathed through his nose, which reminded me to breathe in turn, then something else… his lips, they were warm. So warm, I had touched his face before and he was generally well kept with his skin… but this lip to lip contact was wildly different. I also was so surprised that my eyes were still wide open… Andrew kissed me or I mean is kissing me and my eyes are wide open but they aren’t supposed to be. Andrew shifted into my lips and it was then that I let mine flutter closed in response, one of his hands smoothed up the top of my shoulder to along the side of my neck but for the life of me I couldn’t focus on what side was doing what, I could only just know something was happening and could only respond to some things when other things would happen.


Andrew’s voice hummed through his throat and pushed against my lips, I felt the heat bleed into me. Up my face and over my features as we both started to fall deeper and deeper into this unknown, terrifying feeling.


Then Andrew pulled back and I opened my eyes to see his bright tomato face. He had his lips half opened and was softly panting for air more than I would have guessed to be normal. Unless he was freaking out already and the blame game was just around the corner.


His grip on my neck moved up to under my jaw and he lifted my expression up towards himself.


“Andrew…” and just like that he snapped back into reality. To this moment holding me and kissing at me, that red wreathed expression somehow growing deeper and more meaningful with color.


“A-Ashley…”


I had this deep feeling… a sort of hunch if you will, that this was a sort of step towards the deep end. But I pushed that revelation well and truly back to my less than savory thoughts. 


My heart did not let up then, it squeezed and throbbed with a continuous deep beat, as Andrew’s hand softly soothes my chin. His expression shifted suddenly, becoming a tight, distressing cringe and he suddenly let me go and drew one of his hands up to his mouth.


“Ohhhh my fucking god…” his voice whined through the skin of his flesh and as his eyes widened, struck with the realization that not only did we kiss but he was the reason for it. I may have bought condoms as a precaution but I did not grab him and make him kiss me, not even close .


“So… looks like you chose me again.” I let out the barest hushed chuckle, but there was an uneasiness in my body as I stood there before him. Thinking about how deep this would push him as I let my eyes sink down towards his chest.


Just when I did however Andrew moved his free hand to my head. Right over the top of my scalp and instead of looking at him I just sort of accepted the sensation.


“D-don’t call me that anymore, remember.”


“Yep… remembered.” I wasn’t going to look at his face but the other hand fell to his side then. The man took a few delicate steps back from me and left my head without his touch. I looked up then and found his eyes watching me, but looking up just made him look away.


“I’ll make us some dinner.” He said softly, still pink in the face mind you.


“Awesome, then we can get to bed!”


“Yup…”


Then the elephant was swept well and back under the rug.



Chapter 3: Andrew and Ashley in; A Turbulent Life
Notes:
Just as a kindly forewarning because I'm very truly generous!

There is smut in this chapter, it was getting too long so the rest will be written for the next chapter... yeah anyway!

Enjoy <3

Chapter Text
Nothing notable happened for the rest of the evening.

 

Andrew prepared us two cups of noodles, we sat at the couch and ate them. There wasn’t much said or done until we went to bed, again we got a room with two beds but in my thoughts I knew they weren’t going to be necessary.

 

Perhaps it was a part of Andrew’s justification to himself that he doesn’t want to sleep with me. But as it goes I figured he’d end up in mine again soon. 

 

So I drifted off to sleep. . . 

 

“Andy?”

 

“What..?” Again another birthday, yet another birthday. But no notes from the teacher, no special surprises from my boring friends. Then so far nothing from Andy, he didn’t even say happy birthday to me, the jerk! 

 

“Uh, do you know what today is!?” Andy just blinked at me, it was after school, the both of us were just lounging around the house after our parents had gone out to work the rest of the night. Leaving just the two of us to play, though knowing Andy he would just cook something for us to eat and go to bed.

 

“Thursday?” He grumbled, my brother propped his head up from the opposite end of the couch looking down towards me as I had laid on the opposite side of him. The television was on some dumb cartoon that didn’t really interest me since it didn’t have the usual blood and guts. I drew my foot back and kicked his shin as retaliation for his blasé attitude. “Ow! What the hell was that for, Leyley?!”

 

“For being a stupid idiot jerk!” I growled over at him, sitting up quickly to my knees as I felt the scowl overtake my expression. My brother held his arms up in surprise.

 

“What the hell are you on about!?”

 

“You said you were going to get me something this year!” I already felt the frustration coming up to my face, feeling a heat from my cheeks and neck. “As per usual Andy is leaving me behind, prolly for some other bitch.”

 

“Oh my god Leyley, thought you hated the birthday shit.” As I revealed the reason my anger had manifested, Andy's face immediately grew stoic. Laying back down and looking off at the television without another word.

 

“Well yeah, but…”

 

“But nothing! If you think for one second you deserve anything this year then you can just shut your damn mouth!” Andy sat up in place to stare at my face with a familiar anger.

 

“Well Andy! When you told me you’d remember, you best believe I’ll be expecting something from you as my good for nothing brother.”

 

“See, what kinda behavior is that, and you’re so screwed up to think you deserve to have anything except a kick in the teeth.”

 

“Awwww, Andy… so special and just for me, kinda like the gift I gave you this year!” As I said that Andy’s face hardened, quickly leaning back against the arm of the couch with his arms folded around his torso.

 

“More like torture…” I felt my grin overtake me as I clasped my hands together in delight towards him.

 

“Awww so you do remember some things, such a shame it has to be about that little bitch. But a girl will take her victories where she can.” 

 

“What the hell do you want, you little freak.”

 

“Andyyyyy, don’t you know that it’s not nice to call girls names on their birthday?”

 

“What do you want, Leyley .”

 

“Hehe I have the bestest brother in the world, too bad he forgets who’s his one and only so very often.”

 

“I d-didn’t… I don’t…”

 

“Hah, those sound like excuses, the bestest brother in the world would’ve gotten me something for my birthday without having to remind him.”

 

“I’m sorry, Leyley…” Andy slowly wilted back into himself, his eyes now being overtaken by worry. His hands coming together in front of himself. “P-please forgive me.”

 

“That’s more like it!” I cheered out as I went forward into his space, hugging myself to him with a delighted giggle. “I hope you realize how much of a catch I am before long, because you never know when someone is gonna sweep me off my feet.

 

“The hell are you on about??” Andy slowly returned the embrace, ending up wrapping his arms around my shoulders and pulling me level to him.

 

“Oh nothing, just a warning since there are other dangerous men on the prowl!”

 

“Why would I have to worry about that?”

 

“Cause, Andy! You don’t want me to find another Bestest!.” The subtle threat was clearly visible, Andy’s hands somewhat loosened their hold on me.

 

“What do you want for your birthday?”

 

“For you to spend the whole night with me, and we can get some muffins then pass out fat as pigs!”

 

“Hehe… alright… we can do that, Ashley .”

 

“Ashley..?” The voice was a far cry from the memory that played in my mind. Which was fair since the voice brought me to the waking world, I had fallen asleep facing towards Andrew’s bed. Watching him stare at the ceiling for as long as I could before blinking into sleep. 

 

But now his voice called out to me, from across the way.

 

“Are you awake..?”

 

“Practically.” Andrew released a sharp tsk at my assertion as the shape of him sat up from his bed. He didn’t immediately come over like I thought he was gonna, instead he stopped himself after sitting up. Arms resting atop his knees after he pulled them up, the air was still and his messy black hair shielded whatever expression he could be making.

 

“How the hell do you sleep after something like this?”

 

“Compartmentalize?”

 

“I’m sick of compartmentalizing, all we’re doing is pushing the problems back to deal with later.”

 

“Well you are, I lock that shit down.”

 

“I’m truly jealous of that gift.”

 

“Not a gift, Andrew my dear, a skill.” That made him pause, his form from even this distance looked a bit haggard. Then he reached a hand up to push back his fluffy locks before sighing, reaching back for his pillow and moving his legs over onto the floor.

 

There ya go…

 

Andrew trudged himself over to my side of the room, I didn’t even make myself sit up from this position. Just as the boy began to grumble down towards me as he witnessed my rather knowing smile, I opened the blanket to him.

“Don’t grumble at me, just because you’re predictable.” He rolled his eyes but didn’t stop himself from laying his pillow next to mine. Smoothly pulling himself into the sheets, I relinquished the covers to him as he pulled it on over himself and rested his body comfortably against the mattress. As he set his head into the fluffy motel pillow, fluffy being a relative term, they were really stiff and starchy but they were better than sleeping in a car for sure. Besides the point when Andrew rested himself against it, the pillow pushed up into my eyeline, leaving only the one green gaze to be looking at me for the moment. It was piercing, staring directly at me with this sort of purpose. “Last time you looked at me like that you were strangling me.”

“Huh??” He seemed a bit shocked at my rather bland statement and scooted himself forward on the bed, pushing down the pillow so he could look at my face properly. “Why bring that up, now of all times??”

“Dunno, felt relevant, you flip flop so often between being upset with me or endeared with me.” Andrew’s lips pulled into a thin line as the truth of my statement hit him. But it wasn’t long before he was ready to speak again.

“Well you do the same thing…”

“Excuse me?” I let out involuntarily. “I’ve been nothing but your supportive little sister!”

“Yeah yeah, you were really fucking supportive when-”

“Complete that sentence and you can sleep on the ground for all I fucking care.”

“What? Don’t wanna hear about the list of shit you’ve ‘done’ for me?” Andrew’s eyes narrowed at me and I felt the tide turning just that little bit in his direction.

“All I’ve done has been for you, all you seem to do is want more.”

“Want more, are you crazy?” The look I gave him made the next words out of his mouth swallow down harshly. “What I’ve wanted… is for shit to calm down so we can get outta this without getting caught.”

“Yeah yeah, escape the consequences of our actions.” He nodded to that, “But that’s the thing Andrew, they are our consequences.”

“But you’re acting like all you’ve ever done is for me, it’s… ugh.. It's not… you do it to keep me around.” I felt my gaze narrow at him as this line of thinking arrived. “But you don’t do it for me, you do it for yourself.”

“I’m sorry that’s such a fucking burden for you, Andrew, having to be around me.” Andrew let out a soundless sigh and let his rolling gaze circle back to my expression. “I suppose you want an apology, for me to admit that nothing I have done has been in your best interest?”

“I’m not saying everything you’ve done has been the most unreasonable bullshit ever heard of by anyone ever. We’ve dealt with this as best we can, but then if you think back to before all this shit, before the quarantine.”

“Why dredge up the past at all?”

“Because the only way we go forward together is to leave it all behind.”

“What the fuck are you even talking about?”

“I meant it, back at the apartment, burying Andy and Leyley.” So that’s what this is about… “We can’t go on together if we keep-”

“I see what you’re about, you just hate your stupid nickname so much-”

“There ya go, have another tantrum about the fact that I don’t want us to go by those stupid names anymore!” I sat up at that and felt my expression twist angrily as the emotions built up. Andrew mirrored me and sat up in turn.

“I didn’t do anything Andrew, nothing to you, it’s all been for you. If that means keeping you by my side then the cost is worth it and I don’t care!”

“You’ve made that magnificently clear dear sister, not a single thing you’ve done is reprehensible because at least I am here for you right?”

“That’s pretty fucking obvious isn’t it?”

“Then why does it feel like you don’t want me here?!”

“You’re not making any sense?!”

“Yes it does, Ashley, you don’t want me, Andrew, here!”

“Of course I don’t, Andrew doesn’t give a shit about me!”

“YES I DO YOU DUMBASS!” His sudden loudness made me flinch back, but the glare I wielded didn’t yield, Andrew must’ve seen that momentary displeasure because he took a deep breath before the next sentence. “... I let you kill our parents, I almost… goddammit I almost opened mom’s throat for you!”

“Then why didn’t-”

“Will it ever be enough for you, what do I have to do for you to get that I’m here for you?” When Andrew said that there was this other emotion on his face, one that I couldn’t immediately decipher there in the heated space of the motel. It made me stop though, for a moment at least, to think about all Andrew has done lately.

“What’s my guarantee?” Andrew’s eyebrow peaked at that, eye’s shifting off to the rest of the room as if there were some unknown watcher just then.

“What are you talking about?” His words were deceptively naive, he knew what I meant but he started playing dumb.

“What’s my guarantee that you won’t just turn on me and leave me behind?” Andrew’s lips tightened again. “Does it have to be…” I looked down at myself, then moved my eyes over to him, the blankets had been moved past our legs as the argument had escalated and there was this uncomfortable shift in his figure as I started to speak. “Does it really have to be that?” I don’t know who I was asking then… god, the universe, hell maybe it was the demons?!


“I… I-I didn’t…”

“No… it’s okay…”

“Ashley, Jesus Christ, I-” Here he was, Andy… floundering into the thoughts and the implications of what I was saying. On the list of things we’ve done together, bodies we’ve left behind together, I wasn’t really perturbed by the idea. More so… the idea that it was the only way the two of us could be together for the rest of our lives with no distractions. If that’s what I had to do then there was nothing gonna stop me from making that choice.

“Andrew..?” I let out very quietly, thinking back to the decision I had made to keep him right here with me. Bunnies and hearts and such… because this… him, this was my choice whether I wanted to admit it or not. Much to my frustration, I did make a decision for me and him. Maybe it didn’t have to be this way but I took that option away by loving my big brother.

“Ashley… I-you… maybe sleeping separately-”

“Hush…” I sounded out towards him, the stuttering visibly got swallowed down as I almost commanded him. I drew my legs up to myself on the bed as I got up on my knees. “I hate to be the one to admit anything, not really my strong suit but I’ll give you something…”

Andrew’s head tilted just that little bit, like a lost puppy and it was one of the most adorable images ever.

“I… ah… mmm… the vision?”

“Yeah..?”

“Well… it felt natural.” Andrew’s face, even in the sort of darkness of the motel, turned the most vivacious red at those words. Not even me admitting anything real.. Just that I didn’t feel put off by the contents of the vision. I was more or less embarrassed about the fact that Andrew was the one seeing it as well. “I don’t know if that’s… exactly… it?”

“Huh..?” I could imagine the ringing in his ears as this conversation continued on in this fashion, the color spreading well to his ears.

“But… if you wanted to, ya know…” Andrew’s expression went a bit blank as I buried where I wanted him to go, and I had this sensation of nervousness build up in my veins. “If you wanted…” I started out strongly but the words wouldn’t leave me, so…

What Andrew was not expecting was for me to move forward into his space, the man barely flinched before my hands caught him by his shoulders. Those green eyes filled with an indescribable emotion as I rushed into his expression and brought my lips to his instead. I shut my eyes, easing into the feeling of his lips as we embraced over the bed. Andrew’s hands were the first to move after that, slowly taking up to the space on my sides, he was gentle… which was a strange sensation to say the least. But his fingers didn’t stop there, peeking down my torso until they were able to slip into the hem of my shirt. I pulled away when his digits crossed the midsection of my back, this look of worry criss crossed his face and quickly Andrew spoke up at me.

“W-was that too much, I didn’t… I didn’t mean to push too-” when I silenced him with a soft kiss his vocals relaxed, I drew myself a hair’s breadth away from him and spoke softly.

“Wanted to let you know I was a little jealous of your girlfriends.” Andrew’s expression somehow grew a bit more redder, but the smile and sigh he let out was enough to know what that did to him. I drew a bit more away than to give myself enough space to move without bumping into Andrew’s face. I let my hands come down to his chest then used him to support myself, his eyes narrowed in suspicion until I moved my leg over his. Andrew’s hand supported me just that little bit to ease my transition here. He didn’t protest or anything, just letting me do as I pleased until the moment I nestled myself comfortably into his lap. When his hands slid down me until they came around the sides of my hips, his sudden move made me freeze up and watch this stare he was giving up on me. That expression is full of intent, flushed with emotion, and clearly… enthralled with me. I drew one of my hands away, unsure what to do with it honestly because all my thoughts were aching to touch him in some way, other than feeling his chest against my palm.

“Ashley…” him pausing it all to speak very seriously and very suddenly made me fully stiffen up. His hands seized around me so very tightly, like there was nothing else but to hold onto me in this moment. “You have to be sure this is what you want.”

“W-what the hell do you mean about that, Andrew?”

“You know what I mean because… if we do this, if this happens… it’s not just gonna stop.” There was a threat in there, but deep in his words there was also a promise of something.

“That’s what safewords are for right, Andrew?” For a moment there I thought that I may have gone too far, but Andrew’s expression shifted into this excited grin. One of his hands slid up my side until that devilish limb of his took a hold of my head, pulling through my locks just that tiny amount to make it painful, and to draw me a bit down towards him. The noise I let out was a tiny bit alien to me, a soft squeak that felt a tad more natural coming from an animal. But Andrew kept me tightly in his grip, looking directly at me all the while as this situation was escalating by the second.

“You just know exactly how to push my buttons, huh?” I felt my own smile take over, finding the perfect way to reply on this… special occasion.

“Oh, you mean like…” I let my hand go forward to his face and poke at his cheek, “this?”

“Just a little off…” he replied, his other hand drifting from my hips then, moving around my stomach and pressing the tip of his thumb down the front of my belly.

“How about here?” I moved my hand down and found a spot on his chest as I felt his exploring extremity drift just that bit more down my body.

“Getting a bit closer…” just then a devious idea took over my mind, as I warmly nestled in his lap with his… when I pushed my hips against his front then it was extremely clear there was something awaiting. That something a bit more hard than I was expecting, and a bit warmer through his pants.

“How about there, big brother?” Andrew let a gasp escape his lips but it was quickly followed by his grasping hand soothing down to my neck and slipping a single digit into my choker. Rotating it to the front before dragging me down close to him, making me lay right into his figure. Resting my whole weight on him as I looked down to him. Feeling a bit more than mischievous for my actions thus far.

“Think you hit the mark, sis.”

“Then what’s my prize?” I fluttered at him, feeling my heart pound ever more into my throat as his expression shifted into this dangerously firm look.

“I’m gonna show you all these little prizes you’ve earned.” When Andrew drew me in to kiss him this time I was readily prepared for it, meeting him with a tender voice as he responded in kind. That other hand exploring my stomach suddenly shifted from there and moved around my leg and around my thigh. His fingers drifted a little bit into the edge of my shorts as we both kissed each other deeply.

Eventually I grew a little bolder and opened my mouth, letting his tongue play against my lips as I brought my own out to play with his. The hand linked to my choker drew around my shoulder, pushing down the bra strap there to loosen my clothing just that bit more. But then Andrew suddenly nipped his teeth against my lip. Making me whine unconsciously as the pain seized through my nervous system like a vibrating wave. That was just a test… since the moment I let out such a noise Andrew drew himself away from my lips, leaving me somewhat gasping for a moment before his lips moved forward to the space where my neck and torso met. Grasping me into his teeth as this deep rumbling growl filled his throat. I felt myself coo out at the empty air of the motel as Andrew’s hand snaked into my shirt to fiddle at my bra. I knew I was completely out of my element, Andrew just took it all… greedily and eagerly. That other hand felt up the side of my thigh as I whined out in fake protest to his hungry nature.

Maybe he really was pent up?

He made short work of the bra and easily peeled it from my back, the whole thing coming loose as Andrew suddenly sat us both up, his hands came from their respective parts to suddenly grasp along my sides. He pushed forward and the sense of balance was suddenly lost as he shifted me and set me back against the bed. I let out a soft breath as the tables were turned so very quickly, Andrew was strangely… domineering over me, looking down at me as his hands propped himself above me. Then as he sat there with my legs delicately taking up their spots at his side his hand would come up to my head. Those fingers finding their way through the dark locks before coming to the ponytail, grasping around it roughly before pulling the hair tie out without a single air of warning. I felt the pull loosen and let my hair spill out around me on the bed, but without missing a beat Andrew braced his arm to the mattress then leaned into me until our noses touched just that tiny bit before he would find the time to speak.

“Take it all off.” He then pecked me a single time before he pulled all the way away. Sitting up over me as he waited for me to do as he requested, there was this half second pause in thinking but I decided to not test whether or not he was serious here. Drawing both my hands up to the sides of my shirt before drawing it off as quickly as I could, having to arch myself up just that tiny bit so I could pull it from my back, quickly tossing it away as one of my hands naturally took to holding my unfastened bra. As I was angled up though Andrew took the opportunity to take his own shirt off and reveal his bare chest, now my Andrew wasn’t that impressive… but he had something going on there. Reaching out to touch his chest with just the tips of my fingers but that earned me the sudden iron grip of Andrew’s hand. He drew my hand away and held it out from himself as he looked down at me with a deeply bemused expression.

“W-What, Andrew?” I let out warmly towards him, feeling my heartbeat escalating in my chest, almost as if it would burst out of my skin.

“Did I stutter?” He muttered, the amusement behind his words making a sudden shiver ripple down my spine as I shook my head ‘no’ to that statement. Using my free hand to swiftly take the bra away from myself, tossing it off to some unknown corner. I let my hand sink to the covers as I gave him a knowing look, and let myself relax in his grip.

“There ya go, big bro, all naked… like ya waaanted.” That didn’t seem to satisfy him then… no Andrew seemed unsatisfied in fact, which was mightily annoying. But before I could enact any sort of protest Andrew suddenly released my arm, letting me rest back onto the bed as his hand instead found a more interesting place to grab. His nails barely trailing down my stomach until they edged my shorts.

“I think I was pretty fucking clear.” He suddenly hooked his hand down the front of my shorts, pulling my whole body away from being tangled against his. The suddenness enticing a sharpish squeak from me as he handled me so completely… so effortlessly. “Take it off for me.” I felt the embarrassment overtake me in the moment, swiftly bringing my hands to try to get them undone but Andrew was holding his hand over it, keeping me from doing it proper. Quickly I figured out what he was intending, taking both my hands then and trying desperately to pull off the shorts from my legs, It wasn’t until I got them halfway down my thighs that Andrew would help in the slightest. Moving himself to the side and laying beside me as I struggled, his expression enjoying every second of my agony before this boy decided to peel the shorts off all the way on his own. He tossed them away somewhere as well, leaving me in nothing but a pair of underwear. I laid myself down properly but before I could do anything Andrew’s hand already came to the inside of my calf. Teasing up the inside of my leg until he came right under my lower half.

“You really are the best behaved for me.”

“S-shut up!” I hissed out but then Andrew sat up and put his other hand over my mouth.

“None of that back talk… unless you wanna forget about your reward.” Just as he said that his fingers pushed against me, finding the heated spot with little difficulty. Just rolling his fingers against me with a repeated circular swirl. But just that tiny action, that tiny fucking miniscule action made my skin tingle. A heat inside me bleeding into every square inch of my nerves as his digits pulled and pushed and felt the outside of me. A sudden shuddering breath groaning out behind Andrew’s hand which made him grin down at me. There wasn’t another word here but Andrew pushed his fingers to the side of me, pulling at the somewhat ruined fabric until it was moved firmly to the side. Immediately drawing two of his fingers to the outside of myself. Losing it to the sensation of loss, cold and returned heat in the matter of seconds I found myself grasping at the covers of the bed as Andrew did his worst to me. He let his eyes drift down my body as I shuddered and gasped at the sensation before his fingers suddenly pushed into me. Just a tiny bit… but it was enough to make me want so so much more, my leg drew up involuntarily seizing at a whole lot of nothing while Andrew just took it all in like it was the best thing in the world.

“You’re doing such a good job!” He chuckled out, his hand releasing my mouth to come up to my hair, gently tussling the strands for a moment before remembering that he was currently fondling me. I couldn’t contain the air in my lungs as he continued  to play with my lower half, panting out softly at him. He focused on me again, before the feeling of his fingers slowing their motions against me made me whine softly. But Andrew took the time to set himself just that little bit more against me as he suddenly shushed me softly, speaking right to my ear as I laid there and got fingered by him. “As much as I wanna hear it, I think you might disturb the neighbors.”

“F-fuuuck them…”

“Then be loud for me you basket case…” the goading couldn’t work right this moment as I hissed out another needy whine. “Or… I have a better idea.” I was drawn to look over at him but he dug deeper into me to dissuade me from that.

“Watch my hand, Ashley.” I did as I was told… surprisingly, watching as Andrew effortlessly pushed and swirled his hand into my body. That relatively unimpressive appendage pushing waves of undeniable, nerve shaking pleasure into my form. Then…  stopped, drawing itself out of the space and leaving me to feel a bit more empty than I was prepared to. Then he pulled it away drawing his arm out into the open revealing a stringy mess of fluids connecting down between my legs. “Look at how excited you are, doing such a good job getting all horny like you are.” The demeaning tone was not unchecked, letting off a sharp huff as I was dearly missing his fingers and their wonderful sensations. “Sure you didn’t want it more than you wanna admit?”

“S-shut your m-mouth…” The look he gave me made me silence myself as his digits started to play with the fluid sticking between the fingers. Then he suddenly drew his hand up to his face, parting his lips and sticking his fingers on the inside of his mouth. I watched this whole fucking mind-boggling scenario as I swear I felt my heart exploded inside my chest, feeling my eyes widen terribly at the sight and the color bleeding onto my features. He looked at me as he did so, unperturbed in the slightest it seemed when he drew his digits from his mouth to reveal the cleared pair of fingers before me. His other hand started playing with my hair as he visibly swallowed down whatever came out of me.

“Well, if it tastes that good just with my fingers… I could scarcely imagine how it would taste directly from the source.” Something in the way that he told me, explained to me what was next up in the docket made me whine again unexpectedly. To which both his hands came up to my features as he sat up from the bed I sat myself up pining for the sensation of his warm hands to hold me. He softly chuckled at the sight of me following up to his grip, but I didn't especially care since it felt way too good. As he held the sides of my face he was bracing his leg to the side while the other stood up from the bed. He leaned down into me and gave me a delicate kiss, which I returned readily. It lasted for just a moment before he pulled away, letting me lay back as I watched him curiously. He would move himself over to the side of the mattress, stepping to the floor as he suddenly took a hold of my legs with one of his arms, pulling me easily to the edge of the bed. Leaving me in a spot where my legs were hanging over the bed, he gently pulled them apart as he smiled down towards me. That heartbeat pounding straight into my ears as my brother casually dominated me.

 

“So confident…” I started, bringing my legs around him as he stepped between them. “Kinda funny this is something you can handle.”

 

“I can handle a lot, surprisingly, especially you.” He leaned over me on the bed, still in his pants as I was assuming he was keeping the best for last. His eyes drifted down my figure before he suddenly crouched in front of my lower half. His hands coming around the outside of my thighs as I felt my skin trembling at the growing anticipation. He caught my gaze staring down at him then he suddenly leaned into my left thigh and placed his lips to me. Before parting his mouth to warmly suck at the flesh of my leg. The feeling made me jump in shock, but Andrew’s grip kept my lower half steady, the pure physicality making me feel a bit dizzy as his cool lips suckled at the heated interior of my skin. Making me jittery and huffing as he continued to work me over. Suddenly though the pressure was removed and it made me focus again on Andrew. 

 

“I think you’re making this a bit too easy…” his words made me feel confused… but it didn’t last since Andrew put his mouth once again to that spot on my leg. Prodding it once with his tongue before dragging its cool temperature up into my heated center. The feeling of him just casually pressing his face into my aching lower half made me shudder out a heavy sigh. His arms adjusted under my legs to draw me a bit more up onto his shoulders. His tongue not taking a rest before it tasted up my front, making an electrifying pulse shiver up my spine as my legs unconsciously tightened around that feeling between my legs. Enticing another deep breath from me as his left hand came down to keep my underwear pushed to the side. To not prevent him from accessing it for even one second. This man pushed himself deeper into that embrace and that’s when I let out a soft moan, just when his tongue buried itself into me, testing the structure of me by mapping every edge of it with his own hot flesh. He also didn’t fail to suck along that part of me, pulling me against him as much as he was pushing into me. Making sure that the sensations were constant and confusing even, I couldn’t exactly get a sense of expectation from him as he worked himself against me over and over. Any half moment of thinking I got done was immediately interrupted by the feeling of his tongue touching some new unknown spot within me.

“A-Andrew!” I let out finally, speaking entirely towards the ceiling as he rolled over something that made his name finally squeak out from my throat. He paused, again unexpectedly, but this time he prodded the same spot he just had. A tingling shock making its way through my legs as I tightened even harder around his head, my senses desperately trying to sink him against that spot in particular. “Andrew… S-sstop!” I didn’t know exactly what I had said then but Andrew let loose a warm chuckle that I could only make out through the feeling of his mouth vibrating against the most sensitive part of me. Then his tongue dug into that spot again, making me squirm sharply as the tingling feeling burned into my chest, the inside of my belly feeling a bit empty for some reason. I was getting this building feeling between my legs and knew generally what that meant. Andrew inhaled through his nose for a moment before delving further into this feeling in me, touching and prodding and sucking oh so delicately around the outside of my body. Enticing a plethora of noises I had never made seriously before in my life. Now they were slipping from my throat over and over and over. I felt my body trembling in tantamous need, the drumming of my heart telling me that this release was exactly what I was craving now and always.

It was all so overwhelming and the feeling of the sheets didn’t bring me any comfort as Andrew absolutely owned me with nothing but his mouth. I tried to find something, anything to grasp onto that would satisfy my empty hands, because I just had to hold onto something steady and everything else in my perception was a swirling mass of senses that had no presence.

“Andrew… f-fuck!” I called out, earning another terse bit of laughter, before my hand found exactly what it was looking for in the dark locks of his hair. Grasping and driving him deeper, if that was even possible of course… he didn’t actually get farther than before but god if it didn’t feel great to have something steady to grasp onto. His one hand holding my underwear open thumbed into the edge of the garment, pulling it taut away from me as the grip adjusted to hold my leg up around his head. While his other hand came down to support my back as I started to thrash and arch myself into that feeling in whatever way I could. Then… as he held me there like his little toy I felt the shock burn up the inside of my legs, staying on the edge of my thighs around his face before an entirely new sensation built inside of my body. Making my voice come out shrilly just a single time before his nails stuck into my lower back, greedily marking my skin as a single note of my voice poured out of my throat. Leaving the inside of it raw with this escalating feeling.

Then finally… finally… the feeling exploded out into every inch of my flesh, a deep release easing itself from my insides and out against that feeling of Andrew’s tongue. My legs couldn’t let go and just mindlessly rocked the deep relief into his lips that he seemed to take in stride. Eeking out his name over and over into the air of the motel as my body succumbed to an electric buzz. I felt a sudden coolness just then as my legs loosened naturally around that pleasurable feeling, Andrew drew himself back as the goosebumps fluttered up the expanse of my skin. Awareness came back to me as he sucked in a deep breath, I felt a tad bit colder and a bit more needier for his attention. After he got his share of oxygen his green gaze opened down towards me, a knowing grin plastered across his face… well… that was not the only thing plastered on his features. I of course had released his hair as I had come down from all that, and his curly locks looked even that more bent out of place but seeing his more than disheveled sight I felt the color and warmth come back to my face. Turning to look away from the mess we had caused, feeling a strained chuckle escape me as Andrew let my legs down back onto the bed, still between them mind you as he came back towards me with a hum in his throat, leering over my sweaty shape.

“Aaaassshhllleeeyyy?” He cooed up towards me, his one hand gently pulling away more useless underwear as the other smoothly rubbed up the outside of my thigh. Andre maneuvered himself from my legs to take off the underwear completely before I sensed his knee come up to the mattress, that one soothing hand of his moving its way to the outside of my stomach. Gently rubbing the outside of me as I still found it difficult to breathe.

“W-what…” I uttered back at him as he did as he pleased. Not that I was complaining in the slightest.

“D’aww, don’t be so pouty now, you sounded real cute calling my name like that.” I could sense that shiteating grin on his face as he hovered over me. But that didn’t last as he leaned in and pinched my side suddenly.

“O-OW!” It hurt a bit more because it was surprising, shaking that pain away as I looked at Andrew and furthermore that mess across his face. “Hehe… fuck you… wipe your face, dick.”

“Hm, guess I could do that, but then you wouldn’t get to try it for yourself.” I felt my lips pull into a thin line as I didn’t want to expose the feeling rising in my chest again , Andrew moved just that bit more up the bed next to me, leaning down over me with that dominating presence once again. “Would you like that?”

His gaze was firm into mine and I felt any protest swallow itself down as I nodded my feelings at him, the tiniest smirk appearing on his face as one of his hands came to nestle its digits into my hair before he drew himself into another kiss with me. This time tasting a bit different from Andrew, like this sweet sticking scent matted to the outside of his lips. There was a slight hint of tart as his tongue pushed into my mouth without even a second of resistance from me. Enjoying it immensely as he let me taste my own flavor mixed into his own unique profile. After a few moments of gentleness from him he drew his lips from mine with a huffing breath, those eyes of his searching mine for a few seconds as I laid there beneath him. Licking my lips just that tiny bit as his fingers drew a couple strands of hair out, gently playing with it between his fingers as he let the moment rest for a couple seconds.

“You’re… kinda hot, you know that?” I whispered up to him suddenly, the color on his face growing just that bit more noticeable as his other hand came up to gently scratch at his face.

“You are not so bad yourself…” I giggled at him as he said that, bringing my hands up to his chest and leaning myself up to peck at his lips sweetly. Sinking back to the mattress before speaking.

“What next..?” Andrew looked like he was in thought for just a second before he leaned down to my neck and pressed his lips sweetly to it  before breathing out his next words.

“I’ll let you figure it out.” His strong words made me shiver just beside him as his hands moved to my torso, feeling across my skin until one of his hands came along under my right breast. Tenderly squeezing onto it before bringing the tips of his fingers to the peak of my chest, squeezing onto me and turning it in his fingers. All while his lips left sweet little kisses down my body. Then when Andrew came face to face with my chest that’s when his other hand came up to me as well, so his left hand was massaging my right breast while his other was gently caressing the left.

“U-uh… gently…” Andrew’s eyebrow cocked as if to say ‘and what’s in it for me,’ “P-please…”

When Andrew brought his mouth over my left breast I sucked in an air of anticipation which he was visibly amused by, all before his lips moved over the top of my nub. Gently pressuring it into his mouth as that fucking tongue of his moved in to swirl around the sensitive nerve endings. Making me let out a soft breath as he gently tasted at my chest. Then as Andrew started to pull away he opened his mouth and bit onto my, making me squeal out in pain, scrambling up beneath him to jab my knee into his waist.

“W-I SAID GENTLY YOU, FUCKER!” Andrew pulled away with a warm grin and a shrug.

“You never specified just how long I had to be gentle.”

“It is assumed if I say gently I mean, Don’t bite my fucking tit jackass. ”

 

“Bahahaha!! Sorry sorry!”

 

“Yeah you better be sorry dickhead!”

 

“Okay, okay how about if I kiss it better?” I looked up at him and crossed my arms with a huff. “Kiss it better… and compliment you?”

 

“Compliment me first… then two more compliments after…”

“Haha, your pouty face is the reason I want to wake up in the morning.” He lowered himself back down towards me after I moved my knee from blocking his progress. “When you hold me I feel wholly safe, like nothing else in the world can have me.” I felt the emotions piling up my throat again as I looked away.

“Cheater…” just before his incredibly soft lips pressed over that soreness in my chest, almost instantly melting the pain away. He drew away from my flesh proper but he stayed hovering for his final compliment.

“Your witty mind completes me in a way I cannot express, beyond it being a divine blessing…” his hands found my sides then, moving down my hips truly delicately. “When I gaze into your eyes I know, truly I found the rest of my life in them.” I found it extremely hard to stay cross with him after all that, feeling a bit hot in the face as I let my arms fall down to my sides.

“I-You-you did fine…”

“Am I forgiven, Ashley?”

“Yesss… you’re forgiven.”

“Great!”

“Only because you were so good at complimenting me obviously!!”

“Of course, of course, my dear Ashley.”



Chapter 4: Once Upon an Iffy Night
Chapter Text
As Andrew left me with those sweet words he moved back again down my body, Leaning in to smoothly kiss along the breadth of my stomach, keeping his gaze trained up towards me until he came to that space above my lower bits. He parted his lips and let his teeth press down to my skin as he watched me expectantly, letting me prepare myself for the pain he was eager to inflict. Following my single nodding feature he sank his teeth against my skin for the umpteenth time. His hands eagerly trailing up the sides of my legs until he came up to my hips, pressing his thumbs to align the front of my figure as the rest of his digits wrapped back around me.

I knew from earlier he could just toss and throw me at a whim, so I kind of prepared myself for the eventuality of that situation. He enjoyed himself for a few moments more before drawing himself away and delicately laying a kiss against the mark he left on me. Drawing himself away from my form as he crawled back off the bed with his fingertips trailing all the way down my legs all the way to my feet before he let his hands pull away completely from me. I was amused by his performance, letting my eyes take in his figure as he stood fully. I was definitely more interested in his face as he watched me with a warm smile, before suddenly realizing something and clearing his throat.

 

“What’s up, getting caught up in just how hot you are for me?” I cooed up towards him as he let himself shrug before replying.

 

“You could say that.” He let his hands come up to the hem of his pants and I gave that article of clothing a look before gazing back at him. Feeling a curiosity building in me, just being together as long as we have means we know each other better than anyone else. But I like to think there were a few more mysteries.

 

“You ready then?” I soothed out, quickly getting to my knees on the bed even with how shaky they still were. 

 

“Ohoh, so eager are we?” He started with the button of his jeans, undoing it before opening the front of his zipper as well.

 

“Well yeah I’m eager, it’s kinda like the main event.”

 

“I dunno… you seemed pretty satisfied with my face a moment ago.” He gave me an amused smirk at that and I felt my throat unconsciously exhale a soft sigh. Quickly biting my lip to quell the feeling as he let his pants fall to his ankles. Leaving him in boxers that were a bit too big in the front… or that… something sizable was there. I drew myself forward to the edge of the bed as Andrew stepped forward to meet me. “Think you can take it then?”

 

“Hell yes…” Andrew’s hands reached under my head and took me strongly to force my gaze directly into his own. His fingers leashed themselves in my hair as I felt the warm delight spread over my face.

 

“Say it…”

 

“I can take it.” I whispered, one of his hands tightening its grip on me.

 

“Can you?”

 

“I want to…” I hushed out, his left hand coming forward as his right stayed gripped into my hair. That moving hand came to the side of my face, stroking my expression as Andrew looked down at me with such a soft love in his eyes. 

 

“You are something else…” he whispered, coming to my exposed cheek to lay a gentle kiss upon it before both of his hands fell from me. Coming back down to his underwear that bulged out at me, and for some reason I knew it was for me . That thought made the blood rush to my ears, only able to perceive his and my unsteady breathing. When he drew it down it was almost comical the way he popped out of the confines of his clothes. I took my spot here by steadying myself against Andrew’s body. Having to look down between us to see his most definitely hardened member. There was this moment of quiet as I sort of realized what I signed up for was a bit larger than I was expecting.

 

“It’s… kinda big…” that made Andrew snort so loud that I quickly looked up to him confused. He brought a hand to his mouth as he tried to stifle himself, the other coming up to stabilize at my shoulder. “W-what?!”

 

 I felt a little annoyed with being left out of the joke but Andrew was trying to get himself together enough to answer.

 

“I-it’s just… a lot of people like hearing that sort of thing.” His snickering didn’t stop though.

 

“Ah…” I let my expression stare up at him, this big smile on his face. “Are you saying you don’t?”

 

“N-no… just… the first thing out of your mouth?” He let the hand near his circle back to his head. Rubbing his hair as the situation continued. “Just surprised me, that's all.”

 

“Well you’re big, are you happy?”

 

“Come on, don't be like that…”

 

“Be like what?”

 

“A brat, you know it’s awkward for both of us…”

 

“I didn’t realize-“

 

“Ashley I ate you out, this is the least strangest thing.”

 

“It’s not supposed to feel strange, jackass!” I let one of my hands slap his shoulder as he let out a tiny ‘ow,’ before both of his hands came around me tightly drawing me into his bare chest. Letting me soak in his warmth and stew against it even more.

 

“I’m sorry, poor choice of words, it’s just different.” The sincerity let me cool down a bit, but it didn’t take away the feeling of disappointment I got from him saying that.

 

“Is it… really that strange for you?”

 

“……not really…..” he let out over me, wanting to look at his face when he spoke but still being drawn into the hug. “But… saying that makes it feel strange, you know?”

 

“I guess, kind of…” this is where we were already heading right, should it feel strange… I mean for normal people maybe. 

 

“Nothing is normal anymore… we ate our parents and now we’re trying to get some fake identities so we can disappear.”

 

“Don’t forget that guy we ate at the apartment.”

 

“Of course, how could I possibly forget.” I chuckled out as Andrew’s hands soothed up my back. “There you are, Ashley.” I let out a sigh of ease as his digits found their way back into my hair. Playing with the strands as I rested a bit more into his chest.

 

“Don’t laugh anymore.”

 

“Of course, we don’t have to continue… just so you know.” When I shook my head Andrew let me loose from him to let me talk to him properly, though his one hand pulled through my hair until it cupped the side of my face.

 

“I’m… we’re… uh.” His thumb brushing along my face made the thoughts in my head go soft. Andrew seemed to understand that he leaned close to give me a word.

 

“Good?” I nodded to him and his cocky demeanor slowly returned to him as he let his hand curl under my face before squeezing my features in his hand. “Good.” 

 

His voice sent a shiver down my spine and I felt more than eager to be taken every which way.

 

“S-so, Andrew?” He considered me for a moment before his grip loosened on my face. Drawing his fingers under my chin only to keep my attention on him, not saying that I could’ve been focusing on something other than him.

“Mmm… how ‘bout a bit of payback first?”

 

“Hmm… whatcha mean?” He chuckled to that and let his hand fall from me before moving to speak.

 

“I went down on you… made you cry out for me… now you can return it, make me cry out for you.”

 

“How is that payback?” Andrew’s eyes widened as he coughed into one of his hands as the question threw him off guard. “I mean… don’t guys want blowjobs?”

 

“Ugh, you don’t have to be so…” he let one of his hands come up to his neck rubbing the awkwardness away.

 

“Awe inspiring?”

 

“Heh, I-I’m sorry, dumb idea.”

 

He turned his eyes away in a sweet display of shame as he had failed to convince me to do something so dirty. Of course that was just a show to embarrass him rather than anything.

 

Because when Andrew looked away in shame he failed to account for how close we already were. I could do whatever I wanted to him from this distance and I was gonna be damn sure to utilize it effectively. I set myself low, coming up to the tip of him as he sort of throbbed silently in the awkward air.

 

Then as he sighed out a final time I moved under his length, sweetly pressing my lips to the heat of his flesh. Letting the crown of my brother’s dick kiss back to my lips, feeling a cool salty fluid push out from his insides.

 

“Ah!?” He let out in surprise, looking down to me instantly and immediately seeing himself pressed against my mouth. Seeing his green eyes widen more than ever before there was this cold moment of pure silence. As Andrew’s face flooded with so much color that I swear he was going to faint from the shock. His lips seemed a bit trembly and the air from his lips came in and out with a rapid pace, almost like a panic attack. But before he could dare to continue on that path I let one of my hands come forward to wrap around that shaft of his. I took him entirely into my hand, with my thumb taking a secure position along the underside of it. He throbbed in such a consistent rhythm that felt delightful to my senses, then as I stayed there at his lower bits a smell sort of hit me. It was a bit strong, but it was a hot smell, it filled my senses and tickled a sort of unknown instinct in the back of my throat that made me open my mouth. Saliva filling the sides of my cheeks and making me sort of move my tongue out to open up some room for my mouth.

Of course, doing that meant that my tongue was pushed right against the head of his dick. There was this sticky tart substance staining the breadth of him, the flavor pooling across my tastebuds, similar I would say to the flavor I left on Andrew’s tongue. I swirled myself around the head for a moment. Trying to lap up any of that taste I could before Andrew’s hand suddenly set itself atop my head. Gently nestling his fingers against my scalp as a low hush escaped his throat. I let my eyes move from his visage, closing instead to focus my other senses on this sensation before me. I pushed forward, letting the crown deepen into me as the throbbing heat became trapped between my lips. I let my tongue explore the feeling, the texture of him, the flavor. Sinking in that delightful beading dot before wriggling along the ridge of the head. Enjoying the smell and taste entirely more for every moment I had him in my mouth.

 

“Oooo…. Fuuuuck…” he let out, making me chuckle just that tiny bit in amusement. When I did so though Andrew let his fingers squeeze that tiny bit against my head. Aware if all of his little hiccups made me a bit more confident in my ability, moving myself further around it. I pushed about halfway down when I angled him against the lining of my mouth. Pushing into the warm cheek, knowing that most likely meant he was bulging just a tiny bit at the side of my face. The saliva drooled all around him but I ended the moment by starting to pull myself away. Which was met by this shuddering groan, something that came deep from his chest, the kind of sound that just rattled your core when you knew you’re the cause of it.


Andrew had begun to hunch into this feeling of me, unable to contain himself properly as I worked my mouth around him. But he was doing a good job at containing himself, a bit too good… I drew back until the head was all in my mouth. Giving him one full lick before drawing completely away with a satisfied sigh.

 

“Mm… tasty…” I hummed at him, getting a proper look at the mess now coating him. Shiny wetness subtly glowing along the length of him until that familiar halfway point. Andrew’s breathing had grown a tad uneasy, catching every other breath. But when I pulled away he stood himself up fully as his right hand lifted some of my hair into it. The other drifted from me. The complement of movements directing my attention back up at him. He was blushing furiously, but there was this confidence in his gaze that was looking right back at me.

 

“Already done..?” His teeth peeked out behind his smiling lips, and I felt myself shaking my head in defiance to it.

 

“Is that disappointment I hear?” I hushed up to the tip of him, feeling his hand tighten into my hair as my hand took the opportunity to angle him away from my mouth. Just a bit at least so when I kissed the side of his length I could move my wet lips down the entire thing and to his base, letting my hand adjust to the top of his thigh as I moved along. Andrew jerked his hips a bit against the feeling but otherwise stayed well behaved. He let my hair go enough to give me free movement but he mostly just held it out of my face. 

 

Here the smell of him was strongest, it was clean and masculine immediately to me, a bit sweaty now with all the activity going on. Then suddenly I drew my lips off of him to speak the name popping up in my throat.

 

“Andrew…” I hushed at his warmth, a jittery chill ricocheted down my nerves as my voice came out full of intention. He stayed silent which I didn’t exactly like so I let myself look up towards him as he flinched back a little from my eyes. “… Andrew…”

 

I parted my mouth and suddenly brought my teeth to bare against the space I was kissing. Right along his base was immediately brought into my bite. Readily seizing onto him as Andrew’s voice finally responded.

 

“A-Ash…” he tweaked a bit suddenly and his member twitched in delight at my cheek. “…Ashley…”

I let the smile form as I bit onto him here, but it didn’t entertain me enough as I released his flesh to look up to him properly.

“... remember?” I uttered up his figure. Andrew’s eyebrow peaked as I let my hand against his thigh pull away to their fingertips against him, lightly teasing my nails to his skin.

 

“What’s that..?” He asked, his face full of blush and his voice so softened in pitch.

 

“All kinds of vile women…”

 

“Gobbling me up?”

 

“Mhm…” I hummed at him, he cleared his throat and I leaned down again to kiss at the bite mark on his skin. 

 

“Think this more than a demonstration…” he muttered and I firmly pressed my nails into his skin. Getting him to chuckle a bit as I drew myself along to his base and length. I kept him firm in my hand as I did so, not letting him move away as I kissed down his flesh. Somehow enjoying the sensation of him against my lips, enjoying the little details I could parse out with my sense of touch. Coming to the tip and automatically letting my tongue out under him. Catching some of that beady saltiness once again. Before wrapping my lips over him again.

 

Letting my eyes close as I savored the taste on my tongue, humming a happy tune as I opened my mouth a bit wider to take in more of his length. Andrew’s hand kept to my hair for a moment or two but when I reached the halfway point again his hips bucked against me ever so slightly and that hand rested against my head more properly. His body shuddered softly towards me and I felt the sensation of both hands coming down around the back of my head. One was trembling with unease while the other looped its digits against my scalp.

 

“Ffff…fuck!” I took that as a sign that I was doing quite well, pushing down his member a bit more before the size of him pressed uncomfortably and made me cough involuntarily. Which came out of my nose and made my eyes tear up unexpectedly, Andrew’s hand softened to my head and took the hair into its fingers. I leaned back into that feeling and pulled a bit off of him. “H-hey…”

The ability to answer was well and truly trapped around him… what the hell was he expecting me to do? But Andrew really wasn’t looking for my voice as the hand at the back of my head suddenly gripped tightly at my scalp. A fistfull of hair tugged me back away from him quite suddenly that I had no recourse but to follow the force dragging me off of him. I mostly let the curiosity take over as this all happened, since he was the much more experienced one I figured there was something in all this that I was doing wrong.

But when I was able to breathe properly I didn’t have a chance to speak my mind, Andrew’s grip shifted from my hair and instead took its hold to my throat. His awkward movement became clear when he suddenly lifted me back up in front of him. Andrew’s knee came up to the edge of the bed and his other hand soothed down the side of my face whilst the other held me at my neck.

“On your back.” He simply said, but I instead sat back on my legs as Andrew pushed forward and kissed the top of my shoulder. His hands retreated from my head and instead cooled down my sides before seizing a grip around my thighs, nails digging into my flesh as I simply enjoyed the moment. But even that momentary defiance was enough to frustrate him, as his mouth moved from the top of my shoulder and came to the side of my neck. Hotly sighing out as his lips pecked to the tender flesh above my choker before swiftly opening and seizing a sizable chunk of my neck into it. His voice hushed with displeasure as for every second I didn’t move he bit harder into me. I knew I was stifling myself as the pain started to radiate from that spot, and his nails started to dig, but the tension was building in my throat. Then Andrew readjusted his jaw and sank his teeth hard into my skin, enticing out a gasp from my mouth. 

 

“A-Andrew…” I sighed out, letting my breath leave me as the sensation vibrated down my nerves in this moment. “P-please?” 

 

He embraced me completely then, squeezing our bodies together as he loosened his mouth and pulled me closer. I had to sit a bit up when he did that and I drew my arms under his sides to grasp at his back. I let my fingers rub across his form, feeling the cool sweat layering his skin as he and I pressed so close together that it felt like we would simply mold into one shape. Andrew’s member found a place alongside my legs, tantalizingly throbbing between them with my aching center just above. My chest was squished against him and I swear for a moment our heartbeat was in tandem. 

 

Rhythmic in body and soul almost. 

 

His hands also eased up my thighs to get under my butt until his strong fingers seized the plump flesh from under. His sound growling with all this building intent, like if we were to delay any longer that he would just take me like an animal. Rough and mindless until his body was nourished… sated by the physicality.

 

Andrew sighed inwardly before drawing his tongue out to the soreness he caused. Swirling in a cool sensation before leaning just that bit back to breathe a soft hush to it. Some care for the chomp he gave me. That was all before the man before me pushed me back, using his weight to change our balance with me inevitably slumping back onto the mattress. His hands never ceased along my figure, traveling from my bottom and up my hips then around my stomach with his thumbs languishing the edges of my belly. His voice growled softly as we took this new position, rumbling into my skin for just a moment before he parted from me. Inching down my shoulder as my hands started up the sides of his chest, adjusting my fingers around his back as I softly pressed my nails against him.

 

Andrew came to the top of my shoulder, his hands releasing me and instead bracing themselves to bed. Keeping himself close but hovering over me, his mouth parted purposefully and sank his teeth down onto my shoulder.

 

The suddenness made me cry out a bit as my fingers dug into his skin. That only seemed to usher him along though as those teeth sank even deeper, to the point I was sure he was gonna break skin.

 

I didn’t feel my words coming up to tease him, it was just a useless mewl that was more animal than I intended. The pain radiating from that spot flooded straight into my belly, making me unconsciously push my legs to either side of his waist. Knees pressed in against him as his body shuddered in obvious anticipation, Andrew’s teeth released me and his face came quickly to the softness of my neck. He murmured something at me, it didn’t sound like words but for some reason I sort of understood.. and maybe because his hips swayed just that tiny bit towards me.

 

I let my right hand smooth down the outside of his chest, turning in as it came to his belly and then down his front. All down to that single part of him that was eagerly awaiting me, my hand curled around under it. Softly stroking the underside with just my fingers as he went incredibly stiff above me. 

 

So still his breathing seemed to stifle itself, just his lips agape at the barest distance from me. I let my fingers drift under till I sensed the tip in my digits, a useless string of something pulsed out of the fleshy bit. It was sticky and warm… but not altogether unpleasant, I sort of spread the substance between my fingers and had a wicked thought.

 

A thought to make this poor man beg…

 

I held him once more though and instead guided him. Letting him push down towards me until I felt him press on me, the heat and skin melded together in an overwhelming way as it shivered up my nerves. His sigh was delighted at my flesh, and the gentleness of his kiss was not missed by me. I rubbed him on the outside of me, feeling that hot sensation drown all of my nerves. I set him against me properly, squeezing my legs against his sides as a signal.

 

The message was loud and clear, Andrew would press into me with that.

 

Just the tip it seemed for the moment, but the feeling was so much more different than I could expect. Already parting me more than ever before, but it wasn’t as painful as I was told it was supposed to be. It felt… good, I could feel the way he throbbed within me, surrounded by a bundle of nerves that let me map out the way he was. Andrew hushed against my throat, his left hand suddenly drifting from the mattress and down under my leg, his hand curling beneath my knee as he suddenly parted me. I didn’t realize how tight my legs pressed against him, but he moved it and pushed himself further in.

 

The suddenness made me gasp out sharply towards the ceiling, his fullness stretching this emptiness inside of me. We molded together, fitting that missing puzzle piece with each other. I couldn’t help my hands from trembling up to his back, dragging my nails against him to bring him to me. 

 

“A-An… drew…” He shifted deeper, pushing all of himself into me. 

 

Why does it feel so good..?

 

“Ashley…” He hushed against my throat, before drawing up to my cheek. Then pulling away to look down at me.

 

“Andrew…” I drew out softly, my tongue enjoying the syllables. His half lidded green eyes staring down into mine, the smile on his face just barely perceivable.

 

“K-keep going?” He uttered.

 

“Yes.”

 

Please… don’t ever stop. . .

.
.
.
.
.
.
.

“Penny for your thoughts..?” By now Andrew had retrieved one of his oh so famous cigarettes. Already lit up and dragging from the filter with a sort of glaze overtaking his gaze. I had reached up to poke him softly on his cheek, he didn’t react or look at me when I did until I spoke. He blinked at the wall ahead and his green eyes flicked down towards me on the bed. His expression had grown a bit darker at my words.

 

“Get your head checked.” He simply said, the lungful of cancer smoke passing from his lips and evaporating toward the ceiling.

 

“C’monnnn, it’d be funny.” Andrew immediately rolled his eyes before looking at me.

 

“....‘Mortifying.’” He faced me with that, a tiny smile on his face but I drew my hand in to tap his nose once.

 

“Wrong, you’re supposed to say; ‘No deal.’” 

 

“Uh huh.” 

 

“It’s not as fun when you don’t participate.” Again he rolled his eyes but for some reason I didn’t mind his attitude, maybe it was the happy buzz I was on. He took another drag from his cigarette and huffed it out of his nose before he moved to reply.

 

“No deal.”

 

“C’mon, give me one word.”

 

“…..‘Mortifying.’” He stated, with all the seriousness evident as his eyes sort of darkened and averted from me. Seems he wasn’t playing around then.

 

“Huh, it didn't seem like it a minute ago. So I think you meant to say, ‘gratifying.’”

 

“Big words don’t fit in your mouth.”

“Well… ya know something else fit in just fine earlier!” Andrew smirked down at me and he brought his hand back to take a drag of his cigarette. This was all wrong of course, he just had to throw me off cause he got to see the future too. As I was thinking this though I failed to pay attention to Andrew’s other hand, which came up to the front of my throat without so much as a warning before the index finger curled under my chin. Lifting me up just that little bit to look at him, I was still quite sore from the vigorous activity. So I was straining just a tad to follow his direction.

“Does that make me easy to distract?” His words pushed out the smoke between our faces, only now though… It didn’t bother me. His gaze was different, softer, there was this warmth radiating off of his features that felt altogether alien to me.

But not a single expression of it felt off. None of it felt awkward or iffy or whatever term it could be described as other than… good.

“You got some conscience there.” Andrew set his cigarette wielding hand to his knee. Leaned himself closer to me at his side, before his finger traced down the edge of my skin and into the strap of my choker. He tugged only to ensure I understood his grasp on me. His gaze never faltered through any of this, he just kept it on me, only me… right now in this moment it was just me and him and literally nothing else mattered.

“Better than yours.” He said firmly. Pausing, Andrew considered me softly with his lips subtly pursed towards me but it was hardly noticeable.

“What’s up, getting cold feet there, Andrew?” His pout turned yet again into a smirk but it simply fluttered away.

“Nah.” He said, before moving himself into my space and gently claiming my lips in his. He still held me at my choker but that really was all as he smoothed his smoke stained lips into mine. Just kissing me, the sweetness was nice but still unexpected. Andrew left enough bite marks that there will be plenty of memories of this night in particular. But now instead of taking that opportunity to continue to be rough with me… this Andrew chose a different path.

Knowing the future… or rather present, was going to happen really did change things around. Though I have no idea just what led those other two versions of us down their particular path. I chose it… we chose it, but yet it was different all the while to be living it. Things get messed up, and even with knowing what could happen it didn’t stop it from happening.

With the knife guy there was a clear thing to avoid, but with Andrew…

Was the future just telling us the inevitable?

Or was it showing us how to avoid it?

We royally fucked up if that’s the case.

If the troubles I got to deal with end up with this Andrew sweetly kissing me… staying with me. Shifting us until we are both cradled in each other's arms. With his hands so very tight around me instead of between us, I can accept this kind of thing.


I didn’t know whether or not to thank the vision for giving us such a moment together.